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The Bradys and the Yellow Crooks 

OS, 

THE CHASE FOR THE CHINESE DIAMONDS 



By A NEW YORK DETECTIVE. 



CHAPTER I, 



TWEE HOP STATES HIS CASE. 

Scarcely anybody appreciates the number of really 
wealthy Chinamen in the United States. 

We do not mean the high-toned ones sent to our Ameri- 
can colleges by wealthy parents in China. 

These are many, but what we Tefer to is the money- 
making "Chink" who comes from laundrymen stock. 

Actually, these, too, are many. 

They have accumulated wealth in various ways. 

For the average Chink is a good business man in his own 
line. * 

We who despise him cannot comprehend what those who 
best know John Chinaman tell us that he is as shrewd 
and hard-headed when it comes to business as a German. 

But the world-famous Brady detectives know all about 
this, for they have had a lot to do with the Chinese. 

And certainly Alice Montgomery, their talented female 
partner, knows it, for she was born and brought up in 
China, and can read and speak the language. 

We now propose to deal with a case which came the 
Bradys way about two years since. 

It involved one of these rich Chinamen who, in spite of 
his wealth, preferred to live among his own countrymen in 
Pell street up to about the time of which we write. 

Many times had the Bradys seen the man around the 
Wall street district, and had noticed his diamonds and ex- 
pensive dress, but they never interested themselves to find 
out who he was. 

Thus it came as a surprise when they learned. 

It began by the receipt of a letter which arrived at the 
Union square office of the Brady Detective Bureau in the 
second delivery. 

Young King Brady opened it. 



The letter was on fine paper and bore the following 
heading : 

OFFICE OF -T. W. E. HOPPER, 
66 Broad Street, New York City. 

It failed to state what business Mr. T. W. E. Hopper 
was in. 

The body of the letter ran thus : 

"Bhadt Detective Bureau, New Yoke:: 

"Gentlemen — I would like to have a confidential talk 
with one of your firm, preferably your Mr. Old King 
Brady. 

"As I am at present suffering from an attack of rheuma- 
tism, and find it difficult to get about, may I request that 
Mr. Brady or his representative call at my office to-day. I 
shall be continually in attendance up to 4 P. M. 

"Very truly yours, 

"T. W. E. Hopper." 

Now who would ever imagine that this letter was written 
by a Chinaman? 

Certainly neither Harry nor Old King Brady guessed it, 
yet so it proved. 

"I am going downtown. I'll call on the gentleman," 
said Old King Brady. "We are absolutely without a case, 
and have been idle for a month, strange to say. If this 
man has anything to offer which is at all in our line, I shall 
probably take him up." 

"I would," replied Young King Brady. "I am tired of 
being idle* myself." 

So about eleven o'clock Old King Brady presented him- 
self at the Broad street office. 

On the door beneath Mr. Hopper's name was the word 
"Importer," which, of course, gave very little clew to his 
business. 

Old King Brady opened the door and walked in. 
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The office was well furnished and a civil-spoken yffttng 
man immediately arose froizt a desk and came forward. 

"You are Mr. OW King Bnady. Me. Hopper is expect- 
ing you. Will you kindly walk into his private office?" 
he sard. 

Now it is not at all strange that Old King Brady should 
have heen thus promptly recognized. 

For always when not in disguise the old detective affects 
a peculiar style of dress. 

A long blue coat with brass buttons, an^old-fashioned 
fltock and stand-up collar, and a big white felt hat with a 
particularly broad brim are the peculiarities to which w» 
refer. 

Old King Brady nodded. 

The young man opened the door of the private office and 
announced him. 

"Please to walk right in," he said, turning. 

And then it was that Old King Brady found himself iu 
the presence of the stylish Chinaman he had so often seen' 
■on the street. » 

Mr. Hopper was a man of about fifty, short, stout, and 
decidedly good looking. 

He arose and received his guest'with all th& courtesy of 
a Frenchman, placed a chair and reseated himself. 

It was easy to see that he was very lame. 

Meanwhile the clerk closed the door and left them to 
themselves. 

"You see, Mr. Brady^ I am only a "Chinaman," said the 
"importer," with a touch of sarcasm. ' "1 trust I haven't 
prejudiced my case by ^asking you to call on me." 

"Not at all," replied the old detective. "I hare many 
good friends among the New York Chinese." 

"I am aware of that. It was my friend Quong Lee : who 
recommended you. But indeed you needed no recommen- 
dation, for I am quite fam|liar with your work. My 
Chinese name, by the' way, is Twee Hop. For convenience 
I have changed it to Hopper." 

"You speak excellent English, Mr. Hopper." 

" And why mot ? I was bom in San. Francisco and edu- 
cated by a private tutor. In fact, I speak better English 
" than I do Chinese. But to business; Aire your engage- 
ments such that you can take up a caae for me?" 

"I think so. I never decide till I have heard the case, 
however." 

Certainly not. Mine is disgustingly simple, and at the 
eame time of considerable importance. Let me give you; 
the details right 'now." 

Old King Brady bowed. 

"I have lived for a number of years at No. Pell 

street," began Mr. Hopper. "My father left me quite a. 
fortune at his death,* and I have added to it since. My 
business is that of" a general importer of Chinese goods. 
I also do considerable in stocks on the curb, principally for 
my Chinese, friends. 

"Recently I made a business trip to the Philippines, and: 
while there married a Spanish widow of about my own 
age, and brought her back to New York with me. I have 
long been a speculator in diamonds as a side line. I owned 
at the time of our arrival here some three weeks ago several 
very fine pieces of diamond jewelry, which I value at about 
$60,000. These brooches — they are all brooches — I pre- 
sented to my wife, taking them from my safe deposit box 



for that purpose. These diamonds Mts. Hopper promptly 
nsaBHgBcfcto lose. WlSat I w&nt yea to do is to racever them 
if' possible, but I fear it is a pretty hopeless case." 

"What are the eifoamatanteff und** which they were 
lost?" inquired the old detective 

"I am about to explain," was the reply. "It is rather 
a- long story a*d may tax your patience a bit. You must 
know to begin with that Mts. Hopper's first husband was a 
Manila Chinaman, so she is used to our ways. I had 
really elegant bachelor quarters in Pell street, where I 
lived for a number of years, and as I belong to no tong 
and minded my own baeiae&s, I never had any trouble. 
Still I felt- that fell street: was not going to snit W0 
Hopper."' 

"Probably not," replied Old King Brady with a faint 
smile. 

"I told her all about conditions there," continued the 
Chinaman, "^he- agreed to live in my rooms until we could 
arrange to buy a house somewhere, not so easy for a man 
of my race, you know. We arrived three weeks ago, and 
have not been able to suit ourselves with a house yet. 
Three days ago I had to go to Boston, where, I remained 
over night. It proved a mighty expensive trip for me, as 
you will now see. 

"Mrs. Hopper in the meanwhile was foolish enough to 
wear one of these diamond brooches while visiting several 
Chinese ladies, to whom the wife of a banker on Mott 
street undertook to introduce her. I warned her, but she 
would not listen." 

"Thus the fact that she had the diamonds in her pos- 
session became generally known in Chinatown," remarked 
Old King Brady. 

"I am afraid so. But now to introduce one more char- 
acter, Mon Wow, a young Chinese woman whom we 
brought with us from Manila. Mrs. Hopper used her as 
a maid, and felt every confidence in her. She does still, al- 
though I can't help having my doubts. 

"On'the evening of Monday last, while I was in Boston, 
a tong shooting broke out in Pell street." 

"Yes,, and. three men were killed." 

"Exactly. The fight broke out on the floor above us. 
It was continued on the stairs and. in the hall. Mrs. Hop- 
per was terribly frightened. She feared they would break 
in on her and try to steal the diamonds, and she said as 
much, to Mon Wow. Hastily they gathered up the jewel 
boxes and' tied them in a handkerchief.' Mr3. Hopper pro- 
posed to take them to Wing Yet, the ,Mbtt street banker, a 
good friend of mine. 

"When the noise in the hall quieted down she opened 
the door and saw a dead man. lying, just outside. She was 
taken' faint with horror, but was able to hold herself to- 
gether. Still fear had. seized her. She told Mon Wow to 
run to Wing Yet with the handkerchief and return as 
quickly as possible. The girl left. She did not reach 
Wing Yetfs, nor has she ever returned. Search has been 
useless. She seems to have vanished off the earth." 

"Ha! Disgustingly simple, as you say," remarked Old 
King Brady. 

"Is it not ? But Mrs. Hopper's fears were by no means 
groundless. Within five minutes two tongers broke in upon 
her and demanded the diamonds. They would not believe 
her when she declared that she did not have them. They 
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tied her up and made the search, Finding- nothing, they 
threatened to shoot her if she did not tell what had be- 
come of the diamonds. She refanfied, and: after every effort 
to force her to yield, the thieves went away. 

"As soon as Bhe could gather strength, Mrs. Hopper went 
to Wing Yet's and remained there till my return. Thait is 
all there is to the story, Mr. Brady. We want the diamonds 
and we want to learn the fate of the maid. A difficult case, 
you think, if I can read your face." 

"Very," replied Old King Brady. "Still it is by no 
means a hopeless one. I have successfully handled similar 
cases." 

"And you will take the matter rap?" 

" Oh, yes, I will do the best I can. But now a few ques- 
tions." 

"A3 many as you will." 

"This girl, do you believe in her honesty ?" 

"I don't know. Mrs. Hopper has had her around her 
since she was a mere child. She has every confidence in 
her. For that reason she thinks the girl has been mur- 
dered, and she is really more anxious to avenge her than she 
is to recover the diamonds, it seems to me." 

"How old is Mon Wow?" 

"About twenty-two." 

"Does she speak English?" 

"Not a word, but having. been born and brought up in 
Manila, she speaks Spanish perfectly." 
"Does Mrs. Hopper speak English?" 
"No." 

"Are you still living in those rooms?" 

"No. I am staying at the Hotel, uptown." 

"Have the police been notified.?" 

"Yes; that is the first thing I did, but, I Gan't say they 
gave me much satisfaction. In fact, I don't think they be- 
lieve that I ever owned the diamonds." 

"Give me a particular description of those brooches," 
Old King Brady continued, and it was done. ' 

"Have you given up your Pell street rooms?" the old 
detective now asked. 

"I have not," was the reply. "I have sent some of my 
more valuable things to storage. The rest remains locked 
up there. I am waiting till I find a house." 

"To return to Mon Wow. How well did she know China- 
town?" 

" She did not know it at all. She never went out. You 
know it is not eustomary for our women to go out. If 
my wife wanted anything she called a lobbygow through 
Mon Wow. They did not either of them know China- 
town." 

"Then it would seem to have been a foolish piece of 
business to send the woman out with the diamonds." 

"In a way, yes. But you must remember that the tongers 
did come, and that Mrs. Hopper would surely have lost the 
diamonds if she had kept them by her." 

"Have you any enemies among the fongers?" 

Twee Hop shrugged his shoulders. 

"I don't know," he replied. "I have tried to deal fair 
with everybody. I can't think of anyone who is my es- 
pecial enemy." 

"Well, said Old King Brady, "I will take up your case, 
Mr. Hopper. Give me the key to your rooms. I shall 
want to visit them." 



The Chknamaaa produced the key.» 

But he looked troubled. ▼ 

"Now let me aBfc one question, Mr. Brady," he said. 

"Atb many as you wish," replied the old detective. 

"Do you suspect my wife?" 

"My dear sir, in a case like this everybody concerned 
must be suspected if it is to be properly handled. Yqu can. 
see that for yourself." 

"I suppose it is so," sighed Twee Hop, "and I am bound 
to admit that I have had my own suspicions." 

"Then there jou are. For any particular reason?" 

"No; merely that my acquaintance with Mrs. Hopper 
before I married her was very short." 

" For which reason you feel that you don't know her any 
too well yourself." 

Twee Hop nodded. 

He remarked that it was "very hard." 

Old King Brady pressed him further along this lime, but 
got no more information., 

He left shortly after, promising to take up the chase 
for these Chinese diamonds. 



CHAPTEE II. 

THE CELLAR OF DEATH. 

On the evening when the tongexs shot up the house on 
Pell street, which was that of a certain November day, a 
boy of peculiarly dejected appearance might have b^en? 
observed to turn in on Pell street off the Bowery. 

He was probably not over seventeen, judging from hi* 
general make-up. 

Any one of experience could have seen at a glance that; 
he was a Spanish-American of some sort. 

He was undersized even for his age, slim and ■ dark. 

His clothes consisted of a white suit, terribly shabby ami 
not over clean. He wore low shoes and a Panama hat. 

Such an outfit might have done well enough in New 
Yoi-k on a July day, but as this was November, and thft 
night exceedingly chilly, it looked an absurdity even for 
Chinatown, where every style of dress is to be seen. 

Evidently this was a fresh arrival from the tropics, and 
being clothed in tropical style, he was blue with cold. 

His name was Jose Randega; his home was the island of 
Cuba-; where death had recently deprived him of father 
and mother. 

Being in dire poverty and not over strong, Jose wrote to 
an uncle in New York for assistance. 
The reply came promptly. 

Jose's uncle told him that if he would come to New 
York he would get him work and look after him. 

Accompanying the letter was a draft for a sum suffi- 
cient to pay the boy's way. 

So J ose Bandega came to New York, but it was only t» 
run into more trouble, for when he 'tried to find his uncle, 
who worked as a cigar-maker on lower Maiden lane, he 
found that he had died suddenly a week before. 

It left Jo6e stranded, for his uncle was a bachelor, and 
there was now no one to take any interest in the boy. 
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Fortunately Jose had been taught to speak English, and 
he spoke it fairly well. 

But this did not seem to help him much. 

If it is asked what brough him to Chinatown, we can 
only say curiosity. 

The Bowery and its breadline had claimed him already. 

This was the fourth or fifth time Jose had wandered 
about Chinatown. What he saw there interested him as 
much as he was capable of being interested in anything in 
his present situation. 

And so he wandered along on Pell street just in time to 
run into an adventure which was destined to lift him out 
of the rut he had been in for the past week. 

As Jose passed a certain house on the left-hand side of 
Pell street, a young Chinese woman came suddenly rush- 
ing out. 

"Boy! Help me!" she cried, catching Jose by the arm. 

Evidently she took him for a lobbygow. 

"Boy, help me," is the way some of the Chinese women 
summon the lobbygows out of their windows. 

But this was all the English this Chinese woman knew. 

"What do you want? What's the matter with you?" 
demanded Joe. 

Having been caught unawares, he said it in Spanish 
without thinking. 

To his surprise the woman instantly began talking in his 
native tongue. 

"They are murdering people in that house," she said. 
"I must go quick to Wing Yet on Mott street. Help me to 
find the place. I don't know where it is. My mistress 
gave me the number, but in the confusion I forget." 

She had a handkerchief clutched in her hand which ap- 
peared to contain something. , 

That the woman was terribly frightened was easily seen. 
She was trembling all over. 

"Don't shake so," said Jose. "Keep hold of me and I 
will show you how to get to Mott street. Once we are there 
we will inquire for this Wing Yet." 

"Quick! Oh, quick!" said the young woman. "I am 
afraid, they will follow me, those dreadful tongers." 

Now Jose had not the least idea what a "tonger" was, 
but he felt that he must be something particularly dreadful 
to scare the Chinawoman so. 

"Where did you learn to speak Spanish?" he asked as 
they hurried on. 

"In Manila, where I was born," was the reply. 

"Oh!" 

"Are you from Manila?" 
"No; I come from Cuba." 

"I don't know where that is. But do let us walk faster. 
I am in such a hurry to get back. I am afraid the tongers 
will murder my mistress." 

"Who is your mistress?" 

"Mrs. Hop." 

They were now almost at the junction of Pell and Mott 
streets, and were walking very fast. 

Suddenly two Chinamen brushed past them. 

One said something to the woman in Chinese. 

She gave a Bcream and darted into the middle of the 
street, dropping the handkerchief as she did so. 

The two Chinamen who did not appear to have observed 



the handkerchief sprang after her, each seizing her by an 
arm. 

Jose gallantly jumped in to help. 
It was a useless effort. 

One of the Chinks gave him a backhander in the face. 

It sent the slightly built boy sprawling. 

Before he could Tecover himself the Chinamen had 
dragged the young woman into a dark doorway. 

Jose got on his feet just in time to see her disappear. 

No one had shown any disposition to interfere. 

In fact, word that the tongers were shooting up Pell 
street had been passed along the line, and every Chink 
in Chinatown was strictly minding his own business in con- 
sequence. 

Perhaps that was the reason why no one stopped to pick 
up the handkerchief which the Chinese woman had 
dropped, or perhaps it was because there was nothing to in- 
dicate that it concealed anything as it lay. 

Jose picked it up. 

He concluded that he could do nothing to help the 
woman. 
But the handkerchief? 

There was something hard in it — several hard things. 

Stepping up to the window of a Chinese grocery store 
which occupied the ground floor of the building into which 
the Chinamen had dragged the young woman, J ose untied 
the handkerchief, which was knotted together. 

He was amazed at what he saw between its folds. 
' Brooches — several of them. 

Diamonds — lots of them. 

Now it happened that J ose knew diamonds when he saw 
them, for his father had been a jeweller in Matanzas before 
failure and death overtook him. • 

"Why, these brooches are worth thousands of dollars!" 
the Cuban boy muttered. 

Hastily he knotted the handkerchief again and then 
looked around to see if he was being watched. 

Very speedily he found out. 

For at the same instant one of the same pair of China- 
men who had captured the young woman darted out of the 
doorway and snatched the handkerchief from him, instantly 
darting back again, all like a spider working a web to catch 
a fly. 

Now if Jose had been slow to follow matters up before, 
it was not so now. 

The boy had a hot temper of his own, and it was now 
thoroughly aroused. 

In through the door he dashed just in time to see the 
Chink running out by another door at the end of the 
hall. 

Jose hurried after him. 

He was blind in his rage and determined to get back 
those diamonds at any cost. 

Thus he ran into the yard, and when he saw the China- 
man dart into a small one-story brick building which stood 
in the rear, Jose made for the open door. 

He was now possessed of but one idea — to get back those 
diamonds. 

And now came a crash. 

With the sound of the crash, came also a sharp cry, and 
then all was still. 
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As for Jose, when he got inside the door — it was a smoke- 
house used by the Chinamen to smoke hogs whole after 
their fashion — he was not quick enough to save himself 
•from a fall. 

For evidently a very rotten floor had given way under the 
weight of the Chinaman, who went in ahead of him, and 
Jose went down through the break, landing on his feet in 
the darkness and unharmed. 

He was a pretty badly scared boy, though. 

Realizing that he had escaped the consequences of his 
fall, his next fear was that the Chinaman would jump on 
him. 

Nothing of the sort occurred. 

The place was pitch dark and deathly still. 

"He has sneaked out some way," thought Jose. "I'm 
too late. It's a shame." 

He had a few matches with him and he now struck one. 

A single glance showed him that the situation was alto- 
gether different from what he supposed. 

There lay the Chinaman all in a heap. 

Beside him lay the handkerchief which had slipped from 
'his grasp. 

Jose made a grab and got it, the man making no move 
to interfere. 

And when Jose looked a little closer into the situation he 
>saw that there was good reason for this. 

For the man was dead. His neck had been broken by the 
fall and there he lay among the broken boards and beams 
-which the Cuban boy had fortunately missed. 

Jose did not care. 

All he wanted was the diamonds, and he had got those. 
Not that he meant to steal them. The boy was honest 
•enough. 

His, idea was, so far as he had given it any thought, to 
go to this Wing Yet, tell him what had happened to the 
Tvoman, and deliver up the diamonds. 

He expected that he might get a reward. 

But how to get out? 

This cellar was fully .ten feet deep. 

If there was a staircase or steps, then they wpre invisi- 
ble. 

Jose soon arrived at the unpleasant conclusion that it 
was impossible to get out of that cellar without help. 

And to make matters worse, by the time he came to this 
same conclusion Jose had used up all his matches and here 
he was m the dark. 

Certainly the monotony of the wretched life this boy 
had been living was broken at last. 

But what to do? 

Jose was more than puzzled. 

He had now exhausted every effort to find a way out of 
this cellar, which before the breaking of the floor appeared 
to have been sealed up tight. 

As there seemed no other way than to wait, Jose re- 
signed himself to his fate. 

The only comfort he had lay in the fact that it was 
warmer in the cellar than it was outside. 

Imprisoned with a dead man in the dark! 

The very thought of it is enough to make some people's 
flesh creep, and we are obliged to confess that Jose Randega 
was built that way. 

Thus it will be understood what a relief it must have 



been to the boy when some hours later he suddenly caught 
a glimmer of Jight. 

Jose at the time was crouching in a corner as far away 
from the corpse as he could get. 

Sleep was something not to be thought of. 

The boy was fully on the alert, waiting and watching. 

What he saw was enough to try even, stouter nerves than 
his. 

The wonder is, considering how superstitious Jose was, 
that he did not break out with a yell which must have re- 
vealed him on the instant 

For through a hole in the wall over near the dead 
Chinaman a head and a hand were now projected. 

The hand held a lantern; but the head — that awful 
liead ! 

It was just a grinning skull. 

Jose felt that King Death had taken a lease on that cel- 
lar then. 

Tremblingly he watched the head. 

It remained motionless for some moments. 

The eyeless sockets were turned upon the corpse. 

Then the lantern was raised and the head looked up at 
the break in the floor. 

Next and the lantern was waved about, the skull follow- 
ing its movements. 

That was the time Jose could hardly hope to escape. 

Nor did he. 

Suddenly guttural sounds issued from that skull. 

"Chinese!" thought the boy. "After all, it is only a 
mask." ^ 

He saw it now, for a- Chinaman was climbing through 
the hole in the wall. 

Jose got on his feet. 

Trouble seemed to be coming his way again, but after all 
no matter what happened to get out of that horrible cellar 
of death would be a relief. 

f 



CHAPTER III. 

MRS. WING YET. 

If Old King Brady could have known what happened 
to Jose Randega on the night the tofigers shot up Pell 
street he would also have known just where to begin with 
his case. 

As it was, it seemed somewhat difficult to know where to • 
begin, so the old detective concluded that the first thing to 
do was to try to find out a little more about the Chinese 
importer. 

With this thought in his mind he called on Quong Lee. 

Now this man Quong Lee keeps an opium joint in the 
basement of an old building on Chatham square. The old 
detective has known him for many years. 

Once it fell in Old King Brad/s way to do the dive- . 
beeper a very important favor. 

This he has never forgotten. 

Quong Lee has reckoned himself a friend of Old King 
Brady ever since, and many a time has the old man helped 
the detectives of the Brady Bureau in their Chinese cases. 

Quong was in his little office when the old detective en- 
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tered, and he received Ms visitor with considerable enthu- 
siasm. 

"Yair, I know Twee Hop," he said. "Him good roan, 
Blady. Likee big fool he go gettee mallied. Now see aUee 
tlouble dlat makee yair!" 

Now this remark might have made some feel that Quong 
thought Twee Hop's case an "inside job." 

But Old King Brady knew that the dive-keeper was 
something of a woman hater, so it made very little impres- 
sion on him, and he, went on to question the old man more 
closety. ' 

But beyond the fact that Quong Lee considered Twee 
Hop perfectly reliable, Old King Brady learned little. 

While he was still talking, Harry and Alice looked in. 

"I thought we might find you here," remarked the 
former, "particularly if you have decided to take up that 
Chinese ease." - 

"I have already taken it up," replied Old King Brady. 
"I came to Quong for points." 

"Get any?" 

"Well, nothing of any importance." 

The conversation was cut short by Harry giving a secret 
sign which said "pull out." 

As quick as he decently could the old detective. took leave 
of Quong Lee, and they passed out on Chatham square. 

"What's up, Harry?" Old King Brady asked. 

"Secret Service order for you to get busy on an opium 
smuggling case, oddly enough." 

"Chinese?" v 

"Yes." 
."Who is the party?" 

"A man named Twee Hop, No. Pell street." 

"Well, upon my word !" 

"What now?" 

"He's the very man whose case I have just taken up." 
"I know it.". 

"I wondered how you knew that the man who wrote me 
signing himself Hopper was a Chinese." 
"This letter will explain." 

The letter was, in fact, a typewritten order from the 
Chief of the IT. S. Secret Service Bureau. 

It informed the Brady Bureau that one Twee Hop, who 
had an office at 66 Broad street, New York, passing under 
the name of T. W. E. Hopper, was suspected of being the 
bead of a gang of Chinese opium smugglers which the 
Government was most anxious to get, and the Bradys were 
ordered to take the matter up. 

Now Old King Brady and partners are not, strictly 
speaking, Secret Service detectives. 

Nevertheless, they have a contract with the Government 
to help out in Secret Service matters at any time. 

"The two eases dovetail and can be worked together," 
remarked Old King Brady as he glanced over the order. 

"I half suspected that the man might be in the opium 
smuggling line," he went on to say. He is evidently very 
rich for a Chinaman, and because he poses as an importer, 
the thing naturally suggests itself. But Jet us see, let us 
iee." 

He read the paper through carefully. 
"They seem to have got hold of something which they 
don't give out," he remarked. 

- "Evidently," replied Harry. "We are ocdered to watch 



to-night at Meyer & Benkle's old sugar refinery in Will- \ 
iamsburg, and the order fails to state why. It is to be 

wished that the Secret Service people could be more defi- j 
nite." 

"That is so. Alice, what about yonr doing a bit of ] 

Chinese work alone to-day to help us out ?" j| 

"Why, surely," replied Alice. "Always ready." j 

"Let us walk through Chinatown and I will explain the j 

case as we go along. ' 1 

This was done. \ 
"And my job is to interview Mrs. Wing Yet," said j 
Alice. '] 
"Why not, seeing that you know her well." 
"Yes, and she will tell me all she knows." d 
"Don't be too sure." 

^'Well, that is true. Perhaps she is mixed up in the case 
herself." 

"It is a matter to be handled cautiously, Alice, but you 
know just how to do it. Go on .around there now antL 

come back to No. Pell street, third floor. Those are ., 

Twee Hop's rooms. I have the key, as I said. Harry and » 
I will take them in now. There is a photograph of the - 
Mon Wow woman there which I want to see." 

They separated at the door of the number in question, 
Alice going on to Mott street. ; 

Old King Brady found no difficulty in effecting an ' 
entrance to Twee Hop's abandoned flat. 

Here things were in considerable confusion. The win- -\ 
dows being all closed, the place had a musty smell, and \ 
Harry let one sash down at the top. | 

"This must be the picture," remarked Old King Brady, i 
halting before a framed photograph which hung against \ 
the wall. } 

It represented a courtyard in which sat several persons. 
, Twee Hop himself was among them ; also his wife. j 

Behind Mrs. Hop stood the missing young woman. \ 

All this had been described by the importer. ' 

"A very good-looking person for a Chinese woman," 
Harry remarked. 

"Isn't she," said Old King Brady, getting out a magni- 
fying glass and holding it over the face. ' 

"Do you. know I rather like her looks," he added. "I 
don't believe she stole the diamonds." 

"Come, come, governor. Don't pretend that yo.u can j 
read a China woman's character by her face." 

"I stick to my opinion," said Old King Brady. "But. 
now to make a thorough search here. Even if we don't find 
the diamonds, which is hardly to be expected, we may find 
something to help us out in our Secret Service work." 

A Tery thorough search of the premises followed, but the 
only tiling the Bradys could discover which in the least 
interested them was a bunch of keys. x 

These were found between the mattress and the side of 
an old-fashioned bed in the middle room of the suite. 

It looked as if they had fallen out of somebody's pocket 
and had not been missed or were supposed to be lost some- ' 
where else. 

Tisey were very peculiar keys— different from any the 
detective had ever seem. Old King Brady considered them 
of Chinese make. 

"We will keep these for luck," he said to Harry. 
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They now settled down to wait .for Alice, who presently 
came. 

"Well, what luck?" Old King Brady asked. 

"The best that can be expected," was the. reply. "Mrs. 
Yet is interested in the case on her own account, for, as 
you know, she is rather a leader among the women of Chi- 
natown. She does not take kindly to Mrs. Hopper, as- you 
call her, which is natural. Her idea is that the woman 
herself stole the diamonds, and is deceiving her husband. 
She thinks she has a clew to where Mrs. Wow is being kept 
a prisoner. Says if I will call this evening about eight 
o'clock she will probably be able to tell me more." 

"You better go then," said Old King Brady. 

"No nonsense now, Alice," added Harry sharply. "We 
shall be in Williamsburg, you know. You won't go, in for 
any risky work." 

"Why surely I ought to be able to take care of myself 
in Chinatown by this time," retorted Alice, laughing at 
Harry's fears. 

But Young King Brady was quite justified in what he 
said, for he is practically engaged to Alice, and none knows 
better than he how reckless she sometimes , is. 

When they parted that afternoon at the office, .Alice had 
left the impression in the minds of the, Brady's that she 
simply intended to call on Mrs. Wfng Yet for informa- 
tion. 

She did wrong, for her intention was far different. 

But Alice knew that the Bradys would violently oppose 
what she intended to do, hence she kept her plans to her- 
self. 

Instead of going to her rooms on Waverly place after 
parting from the Bradys shortly after five that afternoon, 
Alice went back to the office, and, entering the costume 
room, locked herself in. 

Here the detectives keep a most extensive line of dis- 
guises. Indeed, there is scarcely anything in the way of 
wigs, beards, peculiar clothes, and so on which it does not 
contain. 

Alice went right to work and made up as a' Chinaman, 
something which she has often done beforehand at which 
she is most expert. v 

This done, she provided herself with a good revolver, 
locked up and returned to Chinatown, where she went to 
the Tuxedo restaurant on Pell street for. supper. 

After supper she wandered about Chinatown for two 
hours, watching and listening to the talk of such groups as 
stood about. 

Eight o'clock found her at the corner of Boyers .and .Yell 
streets, where the Chinese bulletin is. 

Here she halted and pretended to be engaged in reading 
the numerous red papers posted on the brick wall of the 
corner house. 

These are advertisements of the "wants" of Chinatown, 
of things lost and found, and so on. 

Formerly it was more of a feature than now, since a 
regular newspaper has been established. 

While Alice was- thus engaged, a "young Chinaman sud- 
denly turned the corner of Pell street and confronted her. 

"You see I am here," he said in Chinese. 

"Ah!" exclaimed Alice, "and#right on time, too." 

"Yes. Certainly you are well made ,up. Anyone would 
take you for a Chinaman." ' 



"I can return the compliment. No one would mistake 
you for a Chinese woman." 

"Hush ! Don't breathe it . if you expect success to- 
night !" 

"I do expect, success, and I. am under deep obligations to 
you for your hint." 

Then they walked down Doyers street to Chatham 
square. 

And this .was another woman in disguise ! 

She was Mrs. Wing Yet, who at the time of which we 
write might have been termed the "new woman" of China- 
town. 

The banker's wife was, in fact, a reformer. She was 
doing her best to break up the conditions in Chinatown 
which , made it necessary for women to live practically as 
slaves. 

This she could do, as she possessed plenty of money and 
a husband who was too old. and indolent to interfere with ' 
her. ■ 

Alice had been informed of some of Mrs. Wing Yet's 
doings, and knew that she was bold even to recklessness. 
Now she was to learn more of this singular woman, and 
she was very glad to have the chance. 

"It is early," remarked Mrs. Yet. "Too early for our 
purpose. Let us walk up the Bowery and have a talk. I 
will explain what I meant when I told you this afternoon 
that if you would meet me to-night in disguise I might be 
able to put you in the way of locating this' Woman, Mon 
Wow." 

Alice asBented and they walked on. 

"You mus!t know," began Mrs. Yet, "that while this 
man Twee; Hop is undoubtedly very rich, he is not at all 
to be trusted. I have it direct from one who knows that 
he is the leader of a gang who have branch organizations in 
the different cities. These men make a practice of robbing 
their countrymen — the richer Chinese, I mean. They are 
also blackmailers. The name of this band translated into 
English would be the 'Yellow Wickedmen.' " 

"Or, as we would say it, Yellow Crooks/" put in Alice. 

"Yes, that would be better. This gang has kept very 
quiet for a long time. The police scarcely know of its 
existence, and has confounded it with the old Hip Ling 
tong or Highbinders society, with which it has nothing to 
do. Now the same party which told me this believes that 
there is a movement among these Yellow Crooks to turn 
on Twee Hop and get him out of the leadership. He thinks 
that the Manila woman Hop married was hired to marry 
him and to rob him of all she could. They dare not- kill 
him on account of the oath they all have to take when they 
join the sooiety to protect their leader with their lives. Do 
you follow me?" 

"Oh, yea," replied Alice, "but about Mon Wow? If you 
are right, then we cannot do anything about finding the 
diamonds to-night. But I should like to find the woman, 
so that I can report to the Bradys that I have done some- 
thing." 

"To find where the woman is will be one thing, to get 
her away from those who have her will be another, and 
that we can't do anything about 'to-night either. The point 
is this : Somewhere, probably not in Chinatown, the Yel- 
low Crooks have a seeret meeting place. I understand that' 
it is very elaborately fitted up, that they have an opium 
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joint, a restaurant, a little joss house, and if you will be- 
lieve it, even a little theater of their own where they give 
performances after our style. Now it seems that this Mon 
Wow is a beautiful dancer and has performed in the 
Chinese theater at Manila. My idea is that the men who 
captured her know this, and that Twee Hop himself ar- 
ranged it all that she should be captured, taken to their 
secret rooms and made to dance, I mean. What I want to 
do to-night is to find out where those rooms are, for there 
are others being held prisoners there, and I think I shall 
succeed." 

To all of this Alice listened with interest, but not with 
much faith in its truth. 
It sounded too fanciful. 

Still Mrs. Wing Yet was certainly a woman of unusual 
intelligence, and ought to know what she was talking 
about. 

"It is up to you," said Alice. "Take me where you will. 
I am entirely at your service to-night." 

> 
t 



CHAPTEE IV. 

THE BOY AND THE DIAMONDS. 

Jose, as the son of a jeweler, was taking no chances with 
his diamond find. 

Instead of leaving the brooches in the handkerchief, he 
had carefully stowed them away in different pockets. 

But there was no way in which he could hide them 
against a search of his person. This was what he feared 
now. 

The Chinaman with the death-head mask came on hold- 
ing up the lantern. 

Even now that Jose saw the thing was only a clumsy 
pasteboard contrivance he could not get over his fear of it. 

He stood trembling as the man approached. 

Again he was in luck in a way. 

The mask looked him over and then addressed him in 
pretty good Spanish. 

"Boy, how came you here ?" 

"Fell through that hole," faltered Jose. 

"But what brought you into the smoke-house? Were 
you with him?" 

He pointed to the dead man. 

"No," lied Jose, afraid to mix himself up in any Chinese 
business. "I am only a poor boy. I was looking for a 
place to sleep." 

He hardly expected this explanation would be accepted, 
but it seemed to be. 

"You look it," said the mask. "You come from South 
America ? I lived many years in Peru." ' 

"No, I am a Cuban." 

"Just came to New York?" 

"Yes."' 

"You speak English?" 
"No." 

"You have no money?" 
"Not a cent." 

"What brought you to Chinatown?" 



"I don't know. I was wandering about. It was as good 
a place as any other. I thought if I could hide in some 
shed I could get a sleep." " 

This was not all a lie. Jose had some such notion when 
he came up Pell street. He was horribly afraid of the 
toughs of the Bowery lodging houses. It seemed to him 
that the Chinese minded their own business and were to be 
preferred. 

The man with the mask still eyed him steadily and in 
silence for some minutes. 

"Swear by the holy cross that you had nothing to do 
with this dead man," he fiercely exclaimed after a mo- 
ment. 

"I do swear it," replied Jose earnestly. 
"That you don't even know him — swear!" 
"I do swear it. Are you a Christian ?" 
"No, no! But I know how you Christians swear. The 
man was dead when you fell down here?" 
"Yes." 

"How\|ong ago was this?" 

"I don't know; ever so long. Hours ago." 

"Strange — very strange! Boy, I like to look at your 
brown face and white clothes. It reminds me of old times 
when I lived in Peru." 

"Help me to get out of here, will you ?" blurted Jose. 
"All I want is to get away." 

"And why? If you have no money, and no place to go, 
what is your hurry ? I can give you something to eat and 
a place to sleep. Why not stay with me?" 

Jos'e shuddered. 

"You are afraid. Is it, the mask?" demanded the man. 

"I suppose so. I am tired and nervous, too." 

"We will fix all that. See that hole in the wall ?" 

"Yes, I see it. Crawl through. Wait for me on the 
other side. I have work, to do here. When I come to you 
then you shall see my face." 

Perhaps there was some way by which he could escape 
once he got through the hole in the wall. Any way, he 
would try it — anything to get out of that horrible cellar of 
death. 

So he crawled through the hole which was protected by a 
wooden door made to match the stone of the wall in appear- 
ance, and dropped on the other side. 

"Stand where you are," ordered the mask. "In a min- 
ute I will be with you." 

He turned away with his lantern, which had already 
shown Jose that he stood in a narrow passage. 

But instead of standing still the boy hurried away on 
tip-toe, hoping to escape. 

There was no such good fortune. 

The passage ended before he had gone a dozen yards. 

Here was a door which he could not open. The best way 
seemed to be to return, which he did. 

He was glad to find that the Chinaman had not come out 
of the cellar of death yet. 

He came in a minute, however, and, ordering Jose to 
follow him, they proceeded to the door, which the mask 
opened by touching a secret spring. 

Behind was a flight of stairs. 

These they ascended, went along another passage, passed 
through another door, wnich took them out into a narrow 
courtyard. 
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The mask was now removed, and Jose saw that he had to 
deal with an old man with yellow, murken features and 
wicked little eyes. He shuddered as he looked. 

They crossed the courtyard, popped in through a door, 
went down into a cellar and came to their journey's end. 

"Here's where I live, boy," said the Chinaman, "and 
here you can stay to-night. I have nobody belonging to 
me. I live all alone. What is your name?" 

"Jose Eandega," replied our hero, shudderingly. 

He was wondering what was ever to become of him if he 
was searched and the diamonds discovered. 

"And mine is Hip Mow," replied the Chinaman. "Sit 
down. I will get supper. You shall have chop suey. You 
like chop suey?" 

"I never ate it. I don't know what it is," replied Jose, 
looking around. 

Hip Mow hung up his death-head mask and busied him- 
self at a little cook-stove in which a fire burned. 

There were two rooms, both quite comfortably furnished 
in Chinese style. 

Along the wall on one side was a lounge above which 
hung a three-string fiddle, a moon banjo, a- pair of cymbals, 
a drum and a good Spanish guitar. 

Now Jose was passionately fond of music, and his father 
had been before him. He had been taught to play the 
guitar in his early childhood, and he played it well. More- 
over, he had a fine voice, which had not yet changed. 

Old Hip Mow watched him as he looked these musical 
instruments over. 

"I used to play in the orchestra of a Chinese theater," 
he explained, and added: 

"Do you play the guitar?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"I used to play. I learned in Peru. I like the guitar. 
Play me something now." 

"Oh, my hands are too cold," objected Jose, who felt 
bashful. 

"Warm them at the fire. Play me something, boy. I 
love to hear you Spanish people play the guitar." 

Jose warmed his hands and got down to business. 

Hip Mow went into raptures over his playing, which was 
not strange if the man had any real love for music in 
him. 

"More! More!" he cried. 

This time Jose sang as well as played. 

Hip Mow was so taken with it that he dropped the big 
spoon with which he was stirring the chop suey into the 
pot. . 

"Great! Wonderful!" he cried. "Look, you Spanish 
boy, I can get you good job to play in orchestra. Yes ? sir ! 
You wait and see." 

It seemed as if Hip Mow must have something definite 
In his mind, for all the rest of the evening he kept chuck- 
ting to himself and promising that good job. 

But we must pass along more rapidly to other things. 

J ose slept on the lounge that night. 

He was not searched, so the diamonds were not discov- 
ered. 

Next morning Hip Mow bestowed upon him a good suit 
of American clothes, also underwear, a derby hat and shoes. 

"It's all right," he said. "You can pay me when you 
get to work. You must have decent clothes." 



But where was this good job? 

That was something Hip Mow would not tell. 

"You'll see. You'll see," was all he would say when 
Jose pressed him for further information. 

Two days and another night passed. 

Jose found himself practically a prisoner. 

Hip Mow went out several times. 

Each time he locked the door behind him. 

There were no windows here. The cellar was lighted by 
a hanging lamp which was kept continually burning. 

Jose tried to open the door the first time the old man 
went out, but it was no use. 

He was comfortable, he was getting good food, he would 
not have objected to the plan of playing and singing for his 
living, but there were the diamonds ! 

He did not know what to do about them. 

Although he had been able to shift the brodches into the 
pockets of his new clothes, the boy was horribly afraid they 
would be discovered. 

What might happen to him in that case he shuddered to 
think. 

And now came the third night in Hip Mow's under- 
ground retreat. 

The old fellow fixed up a particularly choice supper. He 
certainly was a most excellent cook. 

After supper he kept Jose playing and singing for an 
hour. 

Then he played the moon banjo and three-string fiddle 
himself. 

The music sounded barbarous enough to our Cuban boy, 
and yet there was a certain fascination .about it, too. 

About nine o'clock Hip Mow produced oranges and pro- 
ceeded to squeeze them into a glass pitcher, mixing them 
with sugar and other things. 

He gave the decoction* some Chinese name and they 
drank it together. 

Jose went into the other room for a moment. 

When he came out he found that Hip Mow had poured 
out a second glass. 

"Drink that and go to bed, Jose," he said. "No more 
music to-night." 

"Aren't you going to take some more?" Jose asked. 

"No,'' replied the Chinaman. "I have had enough." 

As Jose had taken quite a fancy to the mixture, he 
drained the glass. 

It was but a few minutes after this when an intense 
sleepiness came upon him. 

Hip Mow asked him what was the matter. 

"I don't know," muttered Jose. "I'm half asleep. I 
can't keep my eyes open." 

"Don't try," said Hip Mow. "Lay down and sleep." 

Jose dropped on the lounge and was off in a minute. 

It never occurred to him that he had been drugged; in 
fact, he was too sleepy to think clearly. 

But drugged he was beyond all doubt, and with some of 
those singular drugs with which the Chinese 'alone are 
familiar. 

From the time he flung himself on the lounge to the 
time of his awakening seemed but a moment to Jose. How 
long it actually was he never knew. 

And now to attempt as best we may to describe the singu- 
lar experience through which he passed. 
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He was first aroused by feeling someone pulling his 
tongue. 

Opening his eyes Jose saw a strange Chinaman, bending 
down over him. 
A man did we say! 
Why it was a giant 

He seemed to tower to an immense height above! Josfe - 

His arms looked like the limbs, of trees, his fingers 
seemed a yard long at least. 

He had hold of Jose by the tongue with the thumb and 
forefinger of his left hand. 

He drew the tongue forward, while with his right hand 
he dropped a. few , grains of a white powder upon it- 
Then letting, go he tilted the boy's hea& baokj forcing 
him to swallow. 

Jose was entirely unable to help himself. 

But the powder did, him .good*. 

Jose, closed his eyes and probably. slept. 

The next he knew giants again had him in their clutches, 
Chinese giants, .and one of them was old. Hip Mow, now, as 
tall as a tree. 

"How do. you: feel, Jose?" he asked. 

The boy tried to answer, but no sound escaped his .lips. 
■. Speak he could not in spite of every -effort. 

Twice again Hip Mow questioned him in Spanish. 

Then seemingly satisfied that Jose could not speak, he 
gave it up and with the other man led him up out of the 
cellar and on to the street. 

It was night. 

There was nobody about. 

A crazy old hack stood at the curb with a man seated 
on the box. 

But the houses' seemed as high as mountains, while the 
hack was a hill and the horses bigger than elephants. 

It made Jose sick to look at k all, and he shut his eyes 
as the two Chinamen helped him into the hack), nor did 
he open them again when they "drove away. 

"What is the matter with me? What does it all mean?" 
Jose asked himself. 

Then it came to him that these men had found. the i dia- 
monds and that they meant to kill him. 

It was a thoroughly frightened boy who went away in 
that hack. 



CHAPTER V. 

; THE GATHERING OF THE CI4.NS- j 

Old King Brady found it easy enough to believe that 
Twee Hop was a slick Chinese crook: and had accumulated 
t his wealth by crooked methods, but he could not believe that 
the man was other than sincere in the matter of the dia- 
monds. 

And as we know, having followed the history of Jose, the 
old detective was right. 

But there was another side to it all which made Old King 
Brady feel that it behooved him to be particularly wary. 

This was the fact that he and Harry possessed many 
enemies among the opium smuggling Chinese. 

Nor could it be otherwise, considering the number of this 
unsavory fraternity which have been rounded up during 



the last few years by' the keen detectives of the Brady 
Bureau. 

"We want to. look sharp," he. said to Harry when they 
started for Williamsburg that night. " This may be. a. stall 
and a, plot to trap. us. I. don't like the way it reads."'. 

"What! Do you imagine that the Waaliington order- is 
a forgery V questioned Harry. 

"Not at all. On the contrary, I know it is straight, itm 
I got the chief onithe 'phone, while you were out." 

"Oh, I didn?t know that. Then: that settles it." 

"No, it don't settle, it neither, . Harry. Now listen to my 
theory. It is iime you: were. on to every curve these Yellow 
Crooks may have in their way of working." 

Inadvertently Old King Brady had employed the inane 
oitheiband.he waa after if Wing Yet could. be; believed.. 

"Just what I want," said Harry. "If you can. ginte jbB 
any •points,; why M them come, off the reel." 

"Suppose^ then; we are marked, for death by opium 
smugglers. Theycoaild.get .at us in, two ways, which would 
fill the bill in this case." 

"Well." 

"Hold on. I am coming to, the point. The Washington 

people are "tipped off that there are yellow croaks hanging 
oat at this old deserted • sugar house. 

"Very good; The Bradys are supposed to be experts 
when it comes to. abandoned factories, and so on. Result, 
out goes the order to send the Bradys, just as the opium 
smugglers know it will go." 

"And then they are lying low for us," said Harry. 

"Exactly. We can't be too careful over there." 

"But where does Twee Hop come it?" 

"That brings me to my second proposition. Let U3 sup- 
pose that those who have tipped off Washington are right 
and that Twee Hop is the head of this bunch. You can 
dope the real situation out in two ways." 

"First—" 

"First, that Twee Hop made an enemy : that he knows 
it. That he suspects, the enemy has tipped off the S. S. B., 
and that the-Bradys will be after him. What does he do? 
Trumps up this diamond business to lure us into China- 
town, where his agents can get at us and put us out of 
business. That's your first proposition, boy." 

"Reasonable enough, too. And the second ?" 

"The second supposes that Twee Hop does not know 
that the S. S. B. has been tipped off, that he really has 
lost valuable diamonds;, aad that he is perfectly ainceae in 
employing us. But who stole the diamonds? Enemies of 
Twee Hop in the band of which he is boss ? They know — 
or the tipsters do — that we are coming their way on Twee 
Hop's account if we can get there. What do they do? 
Immediately tip off the S. S. B. so as to steer us to the old 
sugar house. Do you follow me?" 

"Yes, but I prefer the first proposition." 

"Well, it certainly is the most reasonable, but neither one 
of them may be right. However, I simply go over this 
ground in order to show you how necessary it is for us to 
be on our guard." 

"Which I fully appreciate, governor. Take the lesson 
to heart yourself, for if I may be allowed to say so, you are 
fully as rash as I am." 

Old King Brady gave a grunt at this and the matter wa* 
dropped. 
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, About nine o'clock they turned up at the foot of one of 
{he "North Side" streets in Williamsburg; 
. Here stood Meyer & Henkle's sugar house; called old by 
%ose of the neighborhood, but in reality comparatively 
Hew. 

The firm in former years did a fine business; then along 
tame the Sugar Trust and gobbled; them up. 

The refinery equipped with expensive machinery had 
stood idle ever since up to the time of which we write. It 
has been pulled down within the past year. 

The building with its yard occupied one side of the 
block from Kent avenue to the river front. 

On the opposite side was another vacant space where a 
cooperage had been. 

This business, also wrecked by the Sugar Trust; the 
buildings in which it was carried on had been removed. 

Thus it will be seen that no better place for a crook's 
hang-out could; hare been chosen provided they could de- 
vise some way to secretly get' into the building. 

And it was particularly adapted for a bunch of "yellow" 
crooks, owing to the fact that the little Chinatown of the 
North Sixth street section was close at hand. 

All this the Bradys knew before they went there, for this 
was not the fiust time they had exploited the old sugar 
house. 

They had taken a gang of river thieves -out of it some 
years before. 

The first thing the detectives' now dld'was'to'walk to the 
foot of the street, taking in their surroundings on both 
sides. p ^ 

They met nobody. There was nothing to be seen which 
conveyed the least suggestion that the deserted refinery was 
a hold-out for crooks. 

The detectives were unable to get down upon the wharf 
in front of the property, as a high board fence extended out 
over the water for about' ten feet. 

"We need a boat," observed Old King Brady, "and I 
vote that we look one up before it is too late." 

"Second the motion," assented Harry. It is my opinion 
that these yellow crooks come and go by water, anyway." 

"There is a man down at the foot of North Tenth treet 
who rents boats, or was," observed the old detective. "We 
may as well go there." 

"Now look here, governor, mav I say a word?" 

"Well? My hat, et cetera?" 

"Yes. He may rent to the Chinks or even stand* 'in with 
them." 

"Perhaps you are right. You want to go alome ?" 
"Yes." 

"Go on then. I'll hang around here." 

"Don't get yourself into any trouble now." 

"Bother, Harpy! One would imagine you considered 
me in my second childhood." 

They walked up to Kent avenue and parted. 

Old King Brady strolled south. 

Secretly he felt sorry that he had not disguised. 

But the reason he did not was because he always feels 
that he is the one man most dreaded by Chinese crooks, 
and is rather proud of it. 

Still it did seem to him that this was one of the times 
when he had allowed his peculiar dress to interfere with 
business. 



He walked as far as Grand street, and there turned. 
As he did so a trolley car going north shot past hina. 
On the rear platform stood two Chinamen in American 
dress. 

" Confound the luck. I wish I had held the fort;" mut- 
tered the old detective. 

He quickened his steps, keeping an eye on the car. 

Sure enough, it stopped on the corner of the street which 
led down past Meyer & Henkle's old sugar house, and the 
two Chinks dropped off. 

They stood on the corner for a moment until the car got 
well away, and then turned down the cross street and van- 
ished. 

"The clans begin to gather," muttered Old King Brady, 
"and they came by land as well as by water it would 
seem. . 

He walked on and turned dewn the street once more. 

Meanwhile Harry hurried to the foot of North Tenth 
street. 

Here, as Old King Brady had stated, was a man who 
rented boats. 

His name was Bates, and he also kept a little saloon. He 
had carried on both lines of business for many years.. 

Harry did not immediately enter the place. 

There seemed to be several people in the saloon. He 
could see their heads over a screen in the window. 

Two came out. 

Harry decided that they were a pair of river thieves. 

"A hoki-out for crooks;" he thought. "I must be very 
careful. The governor usually gets what he wants when he 
goes to such places, but word is passed along' the line that 
he has been there ;just the same." 

He was now about to enter when looking up- the street he 
saw two under-sized men coming down. 

It occurred to him that they might be Chinamen, and he 
drew back into the shadows between two piles of timber 
which lay stacked up against a fence.' 

And Chinamen sure enough they proved to be. 

Old King Brady was right. 

The clans were gathering. 

They were coming by water as well as by land. 

But these Chinks, both of whom were in American dress, 
did not enter old Joe Bates' saloon. 

They went on to the foot of the street, opened a gate and 
vanished inside. 

It was along a narrow strip of water front beyond that 
gate that J oe Bates kept his boats tied up. 

"Regular customers," thought Harry. "I was right. 
For the governor to have been seen around here would have 
ruined all." 

He now determined to try his own luck, so he boldly 
entered the saloon. 

There were four men drinking at the bar behind which 
was a grizzled old salt, who proved to be Joe Bates him- 
self. 

"I want to hire a rowboat for the night," said Harry. 
"Can I get one here?" 

"Don't think so," was the reply. "I don't rent my boats 
to strangers after dark, and not often to them anyway." 

There was only one thing to do, and that is what Old 
King Brady would have done— to show the shield.. 

Harry stood quiet for a moment, and then seeing that 
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the old fellow was at leisure, made a sign that he wanted 
to speak to him at the end of the bar. 

Doubtless Bates suspected him, for he promptly came. 

Harry exhibited his Secret Service shield with one quick 
movement. 

"I thought so," growled Bates in an undertone. "What 
is it — police?" 

"No, Secret Service. I'm not out after river men. This 
is a private matter. I simply have to have a boat." 

"Well, I don't know whether you'll get one or not. I'm 
not obliged to rent my boat? to detectives." 

"Suit yourself. It may pay you to be obliging. As for 
me, I am ready to pay double price." 

"How long do you want it for?" 

"Mebbe all night." 

".Got your card ? I have a right to know who you are." 
Harry produced his carA 

"Oh yes, Brady. I know the old man. I've rented to 
him many a time. Well, I suppose you can have the boat. 
How is the old man, by the way?" 

"He keeps about as usual. Don't grow any younger." 

"Sure not. We can't any of us do that. Who are you 
after, anyway?" 

The question was bound to come. 

Old Joe Bates might just as well have saved himself the 
trouble of putting it, for he got a nice little fairy tale in 
exchange. 

Whether it satisfied him or not was difficult to tell. 

At all events he made no comments, but telling Harry to 
follow him, he led the way out into the yard and down to 
his floats where the boats lay. 

Harry looked around for the two Chinamen, but they 
were nowhere to be seen. 

He got a good boat and paid double price, although the 
old man 'at first refused to accept it. 

"You want to look out for yourself, Brady," he remarked 
as Harry pushed off. "I know it isn't for me to warn a 
man like you, but you may as well understand that there is 
a bad bunch hanging around the Williamsburg docks after 
dark, particularly over here on the North Side." 

Harry briefly thanked him and pulled away, keeping on 
till he got opposite the old refinery. 

Here at the foot of the street he was lucky enough to 
find a standing ladder leading up to the stringpiece. 

He climbed up, being just in time to see Old King Brady 
coming towards him down the street. 



CHAETEB VI. 

THE HOLD-OUT OF THE YELLOW CROOKS. 

Alice, if she had only known it, was taking big chances 
when she told Mrs. Wing Yet to take her where she would. 

For as we have already hinted, this "new" Chinese 
woman was a pretty strenuous proposition. 

Alice knew this, however, for she had been thrown up 
. against her in a previous case. 

"We don't go back to Chinatown," said Mrs. Yet. "We 
are going to, Williamsburg, Miss Montgomery." 

" So ? To little Chinatown ?>' 



"Yes." 

"Then we may as well cross the Williamsburg Bridge^ 
"That is what I am intending to do. But we must firft 

decide upon our names in case we are asked." I 
"When I am disguised like this I am generally known jts 

Sam Quee." 

"That will do. You can call me Jim Wing. It will do- 
as well as any other." 

"But the best way will be for us not to address each other 
by name at all." 

Mrs. Yet assented to this. 

They now crossed the bridge to the Williamsburg plaza 
and walked over to North Sixth street. 

Here quite a considerable Chinese colony has sprung up 
of late, years. 

They are people of the quieter sort, driven out of New 
York's Chinese quarter by the incessant tong wars. 

"I would not attempt to do too much talking," said 
Mrs. Yet. Though your Chinese is good, you sometimes 
misplace words which is liable to arouse suspicion. As we 
are only going to be lookers-on to-night, there is no use 
in saying much anyway." 

Alice assented. 

She wondered where they were going, but Mrs. Yet gave 
her no hint. 

They walked down North Sixth street and entered a 
house a few doors from Boebling street, where Mrs. Yet 
led the way to the top floor. 

She knocked and was admitted by a woman who seemed 
to know her well enough in her disguise. 

And now Alice found herself up against something alto- 
gether unexpected. 

Nearly all the Chinese in New York are from the prov- 
ince of Quang Tung — or Canton, as the English call it; — 
and the important city which it contains. 

Thus New York Chinese is Cantonese dialect, and that is 
the kind Alice speaks. 

But there are as many different languages spoken in 
China as there are in Europe, and Alice found these two 
women talking a language of which she knew nothing, and 
she now understood why Mrs. Yet wanted her to keep her 
mouth shut. 

Alice was not introduced. All she could do was to sit and 
watch. 

Presently a good-looking young Chinaman came in and 
joined in the conversation. 

Whether he knew that Mrs. Yet was a woman or not 
Alice could not tell. 

Again she was not introduced. 

The young man who was in American dress eyed her 
from time to time. 

At last he said to her in Cantonese that they were going 
to have something to eat, and asked if she would like to 
join them. 

"Of course," said Mrs. Yet. "My friend Sam Quee is 
hungry, same as I am. Whatever I do he does, and wher- 
ever I go he goes, that is settled, Hing Lee." 

Hing Lee did not seem to like this very well. 

There was more talk in the unknown tongue. 

Then Hing Lee and the woman bustling about, a neat 
little spread was put up. 

It was ten o'clock by the time they were through with 
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this, and then Alice, Mrs. Yet and Hing Lee went out on 
the street. 

Hing Lee walked ahead, leaving the two women to them- 
selves. ? 

"Well, it is all fixed," said Mrs. Yet. 

"That's good," replied Alice. "And where do we go?" 

"To the hold-out of the Yellow Crooks." 

"Do you mean it? Isn't that rather bold?" 

"I have long wanted to see the place, but I did not like 
to risk it alone. This seemed a good chance. All the .same 
you don't have to go if you feel afraid." ' 

"How dangerous is it?" 

"I don't know. < Hing Lee promises to bring us back 
safely. I know I can trust him." 
"Does he know who you are?" 
"Oh, yes." 

"Where do I come in? Does he know that I am a 
woman ?" 

"No; he thinks you are a man and that you are here to 
look after me." 

Alice asked just where they were going, but Mrs. Yet de- 
clared that she did not know. Her orders were to follow 
Hing Lee, she added, and that was what she was doing 
now. 

Alice assured her that she had no intention of backing 
out, and they walked on. 

She began to wonder if she was not being steered to the 
Meyer '& Henkle sugar house, and so it proved. 

And now Alice regretted the steps she had taken. 

Here she was running right into the bunch concerned in 
the Bradys Secret Service case,, and the fact of her doing 
bo might interfere with their work. 
, But it was too late to back out now. 

Alice looked all around for her partners as they went 
down to the water's edge, but she could see nothing of 
them. 

As they neared the stringpiece Hing Lee looked around 
and called out something. 

"We have to wait," said Mrs. Yet, and she drew Alice 
into the shadows of the fence which surrounded the old re- 
finery here. 

Meanwhile Hing Lee climbed down over the stringpiece 
by the ladder which Harry used to come up by earlier in 
the evening. 

They heard him whistle. 

A brief wait followed, and then came the sound of oars. 

In a few minutes Hing Lee's head appeared and he 
beckoned to Mrs. Yet to approach. 

They went to the stringpiece and saw a rowboat below 
in which sat a Chinaman. 

"We are to go in that boat," said Mrs. Yet, translating. 

All three now got down into the boat and they were 
pulled in under the pier in front of the old sugar house. 

And here we propose to leave them, devoting the re- 
mainder of this chapter to the further adventures of Jose, 
which we may as well state occurred the night before. 

The ride in the hack was pretty much all a blank to the 
Cuban boy. 

He may have slept ; if not his mind was too much dazed 
for him to remember. , 

. Indeed, it seemed only a minute when he found himself 



being helped out of the hack by Hip Mow and his compan- 
ion, who had now resumed their normal size. 

The hack drove right off and left them standing on a 
street where there were tall brick factories and low, shabby 
■frame buildings. 

"How do you feel, Jose?" demanded Hip Mow in Span- 
ish. 

"Why, I feel better," replied the boy, rejoiced to find 
that he had recovered his speech. 

"What made you drug me?" he added. "I would have 
gone with you without that." 

"Come with us now," said Hip Mow, evading the ques- 
tion. "I am taking you where you will get that job to play 
the guitar." 

Jose suspected as much, for Hip Mow had the guitar 
with him. 

They turned down a side street and went on past a large 
brick factory, coming presently to ' the water front. 

Here Hip Mow's companion whistled several times 
through Ms fingers, and they waited. 

J ose grew so sleepy that Hip Mow had to hold him. 

He must actually have slept standing, for the next thing 
he knew they were shaking him. 

"We want to get into the boat now," said Hip Mow. 
"Are you able to climb down the ladder? I don't want you 
to tumble into the water and get drowned." 

A boat had come up alongside the stringpiece at the foot 
of the ladder. 

A strange Chinaman held the oars, and Hip Mow's 
companion was seated astern. 

Jose thought he could safely manage it, and he did. 

Hip Mow passed the guitar and followed on down. 

Then the boat was pulled in under the pier until they 
came to another ladder near which were several boats tied 
up. 

They went up this ladder, passed along a narrow passage 
and entered a large room inclosed with rough boards. 

It was rudely furnished in Chinese style and well lighted 
by lamps. 

Several Chinamen lay on mattresses asleep. 

The place smelled horribly — it was opium if Jose had 
only known it. 

Hip Mow and his two companions now began an ani- 
mated conversation. 

"They want to hear you play and sing, Jose," said the 
old Chink at last. "Do you think you are wide awake 
enough for that?" 

"I can try," replied the boy. "I'm pretty sleepy, but 
I am willing to try." 

"Do so then," said Hip Mow. "Just let them see what 
you can do. Of course, they will understand that it is not 
your best, that you can do better if your head is clear." 

Jose, who was always ready to play and sing, got on the 
job and really did pretty well, considering. 

The two Chinamen seemed immensely pleased. 

Two of the slumbering opium fiends raised their heads 
to listen; as for the others, perhaps they heard music in 
their dreams. 

At last Hip Mow told J ose to quit, and he took him to a 
little room where there was a cotbed and informed him 
that he was to go to sleep. 

And this was the location of the "good job." 
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Poor Jese ! When morning came ise found himself still ; 
a prisoner, and; likely to remain one. 

There weie three towdb down here, and several China- 
nies. appeared, to live there- right :aJfoag. The opium smokers' 
Jose did not see that day, nor did he ever see Hip. Mow- 
again. 

They put the boy to work as a servant. 

He was made to sweep oat the place and then to help in 
a kitchen where a young Chinaman was preparing- break- 
fast 

This fellow who informed Jose that his name was Joe 
told him that he also had come from Cuba^ and that he was 
born in Havana. 

It was a relief to have some one to talk Spanish with, 
and the young man was pleasant enough. 

"Three or four of us live here," Joe went on to say, "and 
•every night there are others- who come in here. It is a 
kind of Chinese club. We have a little theater,, and that is 
where you are going- to sing and play." 

"But am I never to go out?" demanded poor Jose. 
"Are they going to keep me locked in all the time'?'" 

Joe shrugged his shoulders and said he didn't know; 
that he supposed Jose would be let go out some time, but 
Itfiat he was not boss. 

Later he showed Jose the little stage which was in a 
room which must also have been used as a joss house, for 
there was an ugly idol here with a little altar before it. 

And the day -passed, J ose being kept husy in one way or 
another most of the time and perpetually worrying about 
his diamonds. 

" Sooner or later these Chinese are bound to find them," 
he said to himself, "and when they do find them that's the 
end of me." 

Heartily he wished that he had never seen the diamonds, 
for he felt that they were almost certain to cost him his 
life. 

Evening came. Jose ate supper with his Chinese jailers 
the same as he had breakfast and dinner. 

After* supper he was made to sweep the stage and to fill 
lamps and to do other work about the joss house theater. 

Joe then told him that he could lie down and sleep for 
a couple of hours so as to be fresh for the evening per- 
formance. 

This was all well enough, but he also told Jose that he 
was to sleep with him, and he took him to a different room 
from the one he had occupied the night before. 

"And now I'm done for ! He'll go through my clothes 
sure," thought Jose. 

He begged hard to be allowed to have the other room, 
saying that he newr could sleep iu the same bed with any- 
one. 

But Joe told him that his room had been given to another 
and that he must do as he was told, after which he went 
away, leaving the boy to himself. 

Jose lay down, and troubled though he was, slept after 
a little. 

He did not imagine that he was going to have to guard 
his diamonds before he and Joe retired for the night. 
But that was because he did not know Joe. 
The Chinaman was a crook. 

They were all crooked here ; J ose was in the hold-out of 



the "Yellow Crooks'* under Meyer & Benkle's old sugar 

house. 

The little Cuban boy, all tired out by the labors of the 

day, slept so soundly that when Joe came in to waken him j 
he was dead to the world. ; 

Probably the chance looked too good to be resisted. j 

At all events the light-fingered Chinaman at once started 
to go through Jose's poakete. j 

But light-fingered as he waiS, Jose felt him. 

Suddenly he spatang up from the bed. 

With equal suddenness Joe sprang away from it, holding j 
in his hand a diamond brooch, his eyes big with amaze- 
ment. ' 

It was too much for the hot-tempered little Cuban. 

Forgetting where he was, and the extreme danger such a 
move was sure to throw him into, he made one jump for 
Joe, and got him by the throat. 

"Drop it! Drop it!" he cried in Spanish. "Drop it or 
I'll strangle yoai-*-that's what I will!" 



CHAPTEE VII. 

A CLEW TO THE DIAMONDS. 

"Well, Harrv," sai^ Old King Brady, "what's the 
word ?" 

"I got a boat," replied Harry. 
"Much trouble?" 

"Not so much. Two Chinks took out a boat ahead of 
me from the same place." 

"Yes, I know." ; 
"How?" 

"They came here." j 
"Did they? As I supposed they would." ! 
"They have been coming by land, too." 
"How many?" 

"I have only seen four altogether. Two by land and tiro 
by water. The last two pulled in under the pier in front 
of the sugar house as nearly as I could follow their more- 
ments." 

"And the others?" 

"I didn't see where they went," replied Old King Brady, 
and he proceeded to explain that he had been at a distance 
when these men got off the car. 

"We ought not to hang around here so openly ; that's me 
thing sure," observed Harry. "Suppose we take to the 
water ?" 

"Agreed.^ It is now ten o'clock. I should imagine we 
might ssa more Chinks come along before midnight." 

They want out on the river, keeping at a distance and 
watching the pier as well as the foot of the street. 

Shortly after ten. thuee Chinamen were seen oomiing 
down the street. 

One whistled sharply when they reached the stjimg- 
piece. 

A few minutes later a boat shot out from under the 
pier. 

It was pulled by a Chinaman. 

He rounded it up at the standing ladder and tool the 
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three Chinamen aboard, after which he polled in under 
the sugar house pier. 

JM\ftv these people were unquestionably Alice, JJjs. Yet 
and Hing Lee. 

Through his night glass— a most powerful one-~-Qld 
King Brady carefully studied them. He put all three down 
as Chinamen. 

K would have been better if. Harry had wprked the glass, 
for -he might have recognized. Alice in her disguise even at 
that distance. _ 

As it was, Old King Brady had no suspicions. 

"There go three more," observed Harry. 

"Yes. What ought we to do, think? Try to wprk 
in under the pier?" 

"It is up to you, governor. 3$ seems to me, however, a 
very dangerous plan." 

"It- is a dangerous plan, Harry. I am . almost of a mind 
to give it up after midnight and tackle, it again to-morrow. 
We have already proved that these, Yejlpw Crpoks hang, put 
here and that would seem to be enough for .a starter." 

"Yes, and considering the number we actually know to 
i be in there now, we are in np shape, to tackle them." 

"Decidedly not. We need help." 

"Well, then, let us decide to hang around till midnight. 
Then we will pull back to Joe Bates', leave the boat and 
quit." 

■ Midnight came and no more Chinamen went in or out 
under the pier. 

■ But Old King ferady, with his usual persistency, was npt 
ready to quit even yet. 

i "There must be some other way of getting into the 
jplace," he remarked. It can't be that they use the water- 
way exclusively. At least so it seems to me." 
j "What are you thinking . about?" demanded Harry. 
!' You've got something in your head." 
; "About that bunch of keys which I discovered in Twee 
ilop's room." 

j "I see. Thinking that they may 'fit in here ?" 

"Such is my idea. There's a gate in the fence. Then 
tiere are two doors to the sugar house and a horse gate 
*adgr the big shed. Wherever the Chinks aje you can he 
skre it is as low down as they can get ; you know the liking 
tfey always have for cellars." 

" Well, suppose we try it on. It is getting so late now 
t|at it is hardly likely any more of the hunch will shpw 
vtj." 

iThis was agreed to. 

The Bradys pulled to the foot of the next street landing 
at a pier there, where they left their boat. 

They now went around to the sugar house, and having 
nude it as certain as they could that no one was watching 
them, the old detective got out his hunch of Chinese keys. 

But none of them fitted the doors of the sugar house — 
al] were entirely too small for the locks, and it was the 
safie case with the horse gate. 

Resides this larger gate there was a little gate in the 
feibe as has been told. 

fhis carried a different lock, and it took one of the 
laijer keys of the bunch. 

h a twinkling the detectives slipped inside. 

|This is good business," chuckled Old King Brady. Now 
we ought to be able to do something." 



They were on the side of the building towards the pier. 

Here there were a number of low sheds, the gate opening 
directly into one of them. 

The sheds connected and presented a dark interior of 
considerable extent. 

"I hardly like to use a flashlight here," observed the old 
detective, "and yet it's as dark as a pocket." 

"The idea is to work inside the building if we cart, I 
suppose," said Harry. 

"That's it. We shall have to find the door first. It nxusfc 
be a flashlight. after all." 

"Just for a minute till we find the door.-" 

"Yes, but unfortunately a minute may do fflie business* 
However, here goes." 

One flash oi the light revealed a door which apparently 
led into the main building, 

" The detectives were just about to head four it when snd>- 
denly they beard a noise which sent them baek into th« 
shadows.. 

The door opened and two Chinamen appeared. 

One carried a lantern which threw light enough upon.: the 
face of the other to enable Old, King Brady to recognize the 
Bo-called T. W, E. Hopper. 

The man with the lantern held it up agaiast the lock of 
the door. 

Twee Hop now produced a. piece of wax and took an im- 
pression of the lock- 

"He has missed hog keys and he means to get new oaeft 
made," breathed Harry. 

"Hush!" whispered Old King Brady. "Not a sound."" 

But this was. evidently what the two men were about; 

They did the same thing at the gate, the man with thft 
lantern using a key of his own to open it. 

Having secured his wax impression, Twee Hop went, 
away, while the other locked the gate and retreated thromgh. 
the door. 

"Well, we have certainly scored a point," observed 
Harry. 

"Yes," replied the old detective. "We have definitely 
connected Twee Hop with this bunch of Yellow Crooks, so 
we have something to report to the Secret Service Bureau." 

"Going to ring off then or shall we push the matter fur* 
ther?" 

"I hardly know, Harry. Having' started in to explore, I 
hate to ring off now that we have fairly began." 
"It is up to you to decide*" 

"I know it. Let's, take one look inside there just for 
luck." 

Knowing full well that his persevering partner had na 
idea of doing anything else, Harry assented. 

They easily opened the door with a key on the bunch 
and began prowling about, passing from room to room. 

Of course it was absolutely essential to use a flashlight 
now. 

There was considerable machinery in these rooms, and 
yet it seemed as if much had also heen removed. 

The Bradys came at last upon a flight of iron steps lead* 
ing down to a lower level, and they were just about to de- 
scend when suddenly they heard a voice call in Spanish: 

"Jose! Jose! Where are you, Jose? Answer. I knojr 
you are here somewhere. I forgive you, Jose J Show your- 
self. I mean fair." 
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Instantly Old King Brady extinguished the flashlight. 
"Did you hear that?" breathed Harry. "What can it 
mean ?" 

"Not a word ! Not a sound !" answered Old King Brady. 
He knew that it was not Chinese which had been spoken, 
but he could not tell whether it was Italian, Spanish or 
Portuguese. 

Harry, on the contrary, understood every word. 
There was silence "for a moment, and then the voice re- 
sumed : 

"Jose ! Don't be a fool ! You can't possibly get out of 
this building. I sha'n't do anything to you for choking me 
half to death. Speak ! Where are you, boy ? I'll help you 
out of this. We will go away together. I am Teady to 
shake the gang and be your partner. You cajtft do a thing 
with those diamonds without getting arrested, but I can. 
Answer me, Jose." 

After this long speech Old King Brady's curiosity got 
the better of him. 

"What's he saying? Whafs it all about?" he whispered 
in Harry's ear. 

"Diamonds, 5 ' breathed Harry. "We're on the trail." 

"You don't mean it! Now aren't you glad we came?" 

Silence again. 

It was Joe, the Chinaman, of course. 

Jose's attack on the young Chink had indeed been fierce. 

He half strangled Joe, threw him down, got the brooch 
away, and then dashed out through the door which stood 
open. 

Which way to go was something he scarcely thought of. 

Eunning along the passage which would have taken him 
to the theater joss house, he darted up a flight of iron steps 
which he had previously observed. 

At the top was a door which he opened. 

It took him into the basement of the old sugar house, 
where there were great vats and much machinery. 

It was pitch dark, and the boy who had now in a measure 
come to his senses, hesitated, uncertain what to do. 

Just then he heard footsteps on the stairs. 

It was Joe, of course, he reasoned. 

Dark though it was, he started^ to run, but he didn't get 
far before he bumped into a vat. 

"Jose ! Hold on or I'll kill you !" shouted Joe. 

Jose crawled around to the other side of the vat and 
crouched down. 

His heart beat wildly. He did not know what to do. 

Joe did not get him then, nor did he get him when he 
came later on with a lantern and made a thorough, search 
of the place. 

After that he had to give it up, for he knew others would 
be after him, and Joe wanted to work this little diamond 
mine himself. 

So he locked the door and went away. 

That Jose could get upstairs into the building he knew, 
but he felt almost certain that he could not get out of it, 
for he also knew that every door was securely locked and 
every window on the ground floor nailed down. 

So now seizing the first opportunity that came to him 
here, was Joe the Chink trying to work his little private 
diamond mine again. 

This time he was trying coaxing, but Jose did not re- 
spond. > 



When Old King Brady caught the word diamonds he 
was all on the alfert, of course. • 

He drew Harry away from the iron stairs and made 
him repeat just what had been said. 

"But who can this Jose be?" he questioned. "Evidently 
some Spanish-American boy." 

"It must be so. But the other — the one who is calling — 
we ought to get a sight of him. I think he is Chinese, by 
the accent he put on his Spanish." 

"Let us go back and see if we can't sneak down the 
stairs unobserved." 

The calling had now ceased. 

Joe was again searching with his lantern. 

As he had passed over into a distant part of the base- 
ment, the Bradys were able to get dowjn the stairs. 

They slipped in behind a vat and continued to watch. 

Soon they caught sight of Joe$ and knew that they had a 
Chinaman to deal with. 

He was looking behind the vats, which were many, and 
also inside of them, for each vat was provided with a little 
ladder against its side. 

"He will be up against us in a minute," observed Harry 
in a whisper. 

"Let him come," said Old King Brady. "I shall take 
him when he does, for I am determined to know what this 
talk of diamonds means." 

They watched and saw Joe examine two other vats. 

He then tackled a third one near a large open trap door 
which he was careful to avoid. 

Having gone all around this vat, Joe started to climb 
the ladder. ' 

He had barely reached the top when there was a sharp 
crack. 

The round on which the Chinaman stood had broken 
under his weight. 

Joe lost his grip and came crashing to the floor, the 
lantern slipping from his hand. 

Now precisely what happened the Bradys could not tell 
for the lantern was extinguished as it fell. 

But there could be no doubt that Joe in attempting tt 
rise missed his .footing and fell through the trap, for I 
wild yell rang out and then all was still. 

"By Jove, he has fallen down that hoistway!" cried 
Harry. 

"Must be so," said Old King Brady, flashing his lighp. 
There was no Joe visible, but above the rim of the vi-t 
a boy's black head was raised. 
It was Jose! 

i 



CHAPTEE VIII. 

i 

THE FATE OF THE INFORMER. 

Could the Bradys have looked in on the little theater jiss 
house about half-past ten they would have seen a numler 
of Chinese gathered, some seated on the benches and othtrs 
on the little stage. 

These latter were provided with musical instruments, 
such as the moon banjo, the three-stringed. fiddle, cymbls, 
drum and so on. 
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■Among those in the audience were Mis, Wing Yet, Alice 
in her disguise, and the smooth-spoken young Chink, Hing 
Lee. 

Twee Hop was there, too, all ablaze with diamonds. 

He seemed to be master of ceremonies, for he sat on the 
stage apart from the orchestra, 

Alice had seen about all there was to "see in this hold-out 
of the Yellow Crooks. 

And yet she had not learned much. 

For nearly all the Chinamen they came up against spoke 
the, to her, unknown tongue. 

Alice took an early opportunity to ask Mrs. Yet what 
language it was, and she was informed that it was what 
was spoken in the extreme southwest of China. 

Now they had gathered in the theater joss house to wit- 
ness the performances of the wonderful dancer, who Mrs. 
Yet felt certain would prove to be the woman Mon Wow. 

They had been sitting for some little time in silence, why 
neither Alice nor Mrs. Yet understood. 

At last Twee Hop arose and came to the front of the 
stage. Alice knew who he was, for the banker's wife had 
already told her. 

"The importer" now began to speak, and to Alice's satis- 
faction the language he used was Cantonese. 

"Brothers of the yellow band," he commenced, "I have a 
word to say before the performance begins, and although 
we have two strangers among us, inasmuch as they are 
vouched for by our brother Hing Lee, I shall speak freely. 

"As I informed you a few nights ago, I have every rea- 
son to believe that we have been betrayed by one of our 
number of the Secret Service men. Perhaps the traitor may 
be listening to me now. I hope so, and if so let me say 
that discovery is certain, and when discovered, death by 
torture will be his lot. His eyes shall be put out, his ears 
cut off, his tongue torn out by the roots. Such is to be his 
fate, and from it I l'eel certain he cannot escape. 

"To-night will end our meetings here. Where we shall 
gather next I cannot now say, but you shall be duly in- 
formed. It is my belief that the noted Brady detectives 
will be put on our track — perhaps they may already have 
been told of this place. In order to have a hold on them I 
have given them a case of my own. During the next few 
days I expect to see them frequently. I shall watch. If 
they are the Secret Service men set upon us, I shall surely 
know it, and if so, when, the right time comes, I shall de- 
liver them into your hands. Thus to-night we break up 
here forever. During the next few days I shall arrange t« 
remove such stuff as belongs to us to a secure place. Each 
one of you will be informed when and where we are to 
meet again, and to the traitor, if he hears me, I say once 
more, beware ! But why do I give the warning ? He cannot 
escape us. His doom is sealed ! Let the performance be- 
gin. Once again you are to have the pleasure of witnessing 
the wonderful dancing of the girl I brought from Manila, 
Mon Wow ; also shall you hear a boy musician from Cuba, 
brought to us by our brother, Hip Mow. These are to be 
our novelties to-night." 

Twee Hop resumed his seat and the Chinese orchestra 
began its awful din. 

"Did you understand all that?*' whispered Mrs. Yet?" 

"Every word," replied Alice in the same low tone. 

"Then you see that I was right, Mon Wow is here. But 



we are in the greatest danger. I came here because I hoped 
to rescue that poor girl. Now I understand it all, and I 
• wish we were well out of it, but I am glad you were able to 
hear what he said about the Bradys." 

"What, you don't mean to say that " breathed Alice, 

dropping her voice still lower, and she made a slight mo- 
tion of her hand towards Hing Lee. 

• Mrs. Yet nodded and put her finger to her lips. 

Then Hing Lee was the traitor! 

Was it really known? 

If so their situation was dangerous indeed. 

Still nothing could now be done about it, but to patiently 
wait, hoping that they might be able to slip out as easily as 
they had slipped in. " 

Already the performance had begun. 

A Chinaman naked to the waist took the stage and. was 
doing those wonderful stunts at tumbling which only a 
Chinese tumbler could do. 

Such somersaults Alice had never seen, and she has wit- 
nessed much of this sort of thing. , 

At the last he seemed to wind himself up into a ball, and 
went rolling about the stage with startling rapidity until 
he rolled himself off at the back and vanished. 

Mon Wow now appeared. 

Whether Twee Hop had caused her to be kidnaped on 
Pell street that night or not the Bradys never learned, but 
such in all probability was the case, and the opium smug- 
gler's intention was to rob his wife of the diamonds he, had 
bestowed upon her. 

At all events here Mon Wow was now, attired in a most 
gorgeous Chinese costume, and the dance began. 

And such a dance! 

We cannot attempt to describe it, but shall only say that 
it was as wonderful as the tumbling, and the most wonder- 
ful part of it was how anyone could execute such a dance, 
keeping time with that barbarous Chinese music, which 
Mon Wow certainly did. 

Over at last, a little play in Chinese style succeeded. 

It was supposed to be a farce, and only lasted half an 
hour. As the dialogue was in the unknown tongue, Alice 
could make nothing of it, but as the assembled Chinka 
roared with laughter, she concluded that it must be ex- 
tremely funny. 

This over, Twee Hop called out something, and the 
drummer left the stage at the back. He returned in a 
minute looking excited and saying something to Twee Hop, 
Both hurried away together, the Chink who played the 
moon banjo going with them. 

In a few minutes they were back again. 

Twee Hop appeared to be very angry. 

"Brothers!" he called out in Cantonese, "this traitor 
business is still working. The boy we call Joe has now 
vanished, taking the Cuban musician with him. Can he 
be the one who has betrayed us ? It begins to look so, yet 
if it is so then it is not as I thought. It is all over for the 
night, brothers. Those who wish to retire may do so 
now." 

The music ceased, and the gathering began to break tip. 

It did not appear that many proposed to leave the build- 
ing; almost all went to the smoking-room, where the mat- 
tresses and opium lay-outs were. 
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It was Alice's hope, now that they would be able to slip 
<j«ietly out.. 

But Hing Lee was the kind to keep one guessing, for 
be evidently could not speak either English or Cantonese. 

Mrs. Yet talked with him and two others for a few min- 
utes in the unknown tongue. Then others going into the 
imoking-room, it was with Hing Lee alone. 

Twee Hop had taken himself off, but a few others still 
lingered when Mrs. Yet turned to Alice and said in Can- 
tonese: 

"We will gp now." 

"I am read v/' replied Alice. "Hing Lee goes with, .us?" 
"Yes." 

"It is al^ right * 

"All right so far as I know. But we must not eyen 
hreathe about that." 

All this was said in the lowest whispers. 
* H"ing Lee appeared to watch them uneasily. 

Presently he started, and they followed, Mrs. Yet going 
abaed of Alice. 

They passed along the passage, which was lighted by a 
hanging lantern, went through an open door, and descended 
into a lower passage. 

It was here they were to take the ladder leading down 
to the boat. 

Hing Lee stooped to pull up the trap door. 

It would not yield. 

The Chinaman grew greatly excited. 

Again and again he tried it, but without success, and all 
the while he kept gabbing to Mrs. Yet. 

"What is the matter?" demanded Alice. "If he can't 
open the trap door himself why don't he go for help?" 

"He begins to feel afraid," replied Mrs. Yet, "and so 
do I.", 

Alice looked back up the stairs uneasily. 
Even as she did so the light^they coald see the lantern 
from where they stood — was suddenly extinguished. 
Mrs. Yet screamed. 

Hing Lee probably swore as he jumped in front of the 
women. 

He had reason for his fears, for now at the head of the 
stairs three men wearing death-head masks just like the 
one with whioh Hip Mow so scared Jose, suddenly ap- 
peared. 

Behind was Twee Hop carrying a lighted torch in his 
hand. 

As the death-head men came rushing down the stairs, 
the "importer" shouted something in a loud voice. 

Doubtless Hing Lee knew that his doom was sealed, for 
quick as thought he pulled out a big revolver, pressed it 
to his forehead and fired, falling dead at the feet of the 
masks. 

Mrs. Yet let out another scream, too decidedly feminine 
to be mistaken, and promptly fell in a faint, leaving Alice 
to face this tragical situation alone. 

The, excitement now became intense. 

Twee Hop and the others bent over Hing Lee. 

Ascertaining that he was certainly dead, they turned 
their attention to Mrs. Yet, removing her hat and the wig 
riie wore. 

Though Alice could not understand what they were say- 



ing, she realized that the sex of her companion was cer- 
tainly discovered. 

■She could not hope to escape herself, and she knew it. 

Backing against the wall she waited for what was to 
come. 

Twee Hop now straightened up and flashed the torch 
upon her. 

That is Mrs. Wing Yet," he slowly said in Cantopese, at 
the same time pointing to the. unconscious woman, and he 
added in the same breath: 

"Who are you?" 

"Her friend.. Name, Sam Quee," replied Alice, steadily. 
But it was no use, of course. 

At a sign from Twee Hop, who seemed to be perfect mas- 
ter of his band in spite of i;he story Mrs. Yet gaye Alice, 
the masks seized her, pulled off hat and wig, and promptly 
revealfed the truth. 

"You are a, woman, and a white woman," cried Twee 
Hop in English. 

"Well, it is no use to try to deny it," replied Alice with 
such calmness as she could assume. "That is what I am." 

"And yet you speak Chinese. You can be but one per- 
son — Alice Montgomery, of the Brady Detective Bureau. 
I doubt if there is another woman in America who can 
speak the Cantonese language as you can — at least so I 
have been told." 

"Shall I speak in that language now?" demanded Alice 
in Cantonese! 

"Yes, for these men do not understand it," promptly 
replied the importer. 

"Very well; then all I have to say is that you are right. 
I am Alice Montgomery, Mr. Twee Hop, and I am here 
working on the case you gave Old King Brady, to try to 
recover your Chinese diamonds." 

Now if there is such a thing as a Chinaman looking 
confused, Mx. T. W ft E. Hopper certainly looked that my 
then. 

"Unfortunate woman ! You might better have put your 
head into ajion's mouth than to have come into this place," 
he cried- 

"I came whcTe I thought I should find a clue to youj 
diamonds. Hoiy could I know that I should meet you 
here at the head of this bunch, of Yellow Crooks? 

"But perhaps," Alice added, "it is all false about the 
diamonds anyhow. You also engaged Old King Brady to 
look for the woman Mon Wow. It appears you have her 
here." 

Again Twee Hop appeared to be-eenfused. 

"Never mind about Mon Wow," he replied, "but as for 
the diamonds, I have really lost them, and want to re- 
cover thtm if I can. It is unfortunate, Miss Montgomery, 
that you heard the speech I made. But for that I might 
take a different view of your case." 

Alice was silent. 

Twee Hop paced the floor in an -agitated way. 

"I don't know what to do," he muttered. "I wish you 
had not come here. However came you to mix up with that 
traitor who lies dead there ?" 

"I know nothing of him; never saw him until to-night," 
Alice replied^ striving to appear cairn. 

Just then Mrs. Yet revived. 
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She got on her knees before Twe*> Hap >and appeared to: 
make a. wild appeal in the rankiEHma, tangm. 

The importer listened for a moment and then motitnted 
for her to get up, which si* did; 

"This fool woman claims it is all her doings, Miss Moafc- 
gomery," Twee Hop- then said. "But it makes no differ- 
ence. You have befck heard too- muck By Hing Lee you 
wese introduced as members of the Yellow Crooks, as you 
would call our band in English, hailing from Chicago. I 
had nothing to do with receiving you, as you know, but so 
well were you disguised that I think erem I would haw 
been- deceived — indeed, I was deceived, for I have been leak- 
ing at you all the evening and never on<?e suspected you." 

"And what is your decision?" demanded Alioe as the 
Chinaman paused, 

"Under the circumstances there can be but one decision," 
replied Twee Hop. "You must both die, and as to-morrow 
we leave this place forever, you must, die to-night.. Deeply 
as I regret to say it, so it must be." 

Mrs. Yet began to scream at this, but Alice ( stood calmly 
gazing at the leader of the Yellow Crooks. 

"And you think it will help your case to kill us?" she 
said slowly. "Let me tell you, Mr, Twee Hop, that you 
could hardly make a bigger mistake. If you kill us then 
beware of the vengeance of the Bradys, for it is bound to 
come, and when it does come it will be swift and sure." 



CHAPTER IX. 

, i 

"IS IT A MATTER OF MAMOTTOS?" 

If the Bradys could only have known what happened to 
Alice within those walls that night they would have real- 
ized that here was another illustration of the danger of 
undertaking a Chinese ease. 

But of course there was no possible reason why Old 
King Brady should not have undertaken the chase for those 
Chinese diamonds, considering the way in which the case 
was put up to him by Twee Hop. 

And now the chase had brought them very close to the 
goal it would seem. 

Jose seeing that the eyes of the detectives were upon 
him, promptly ducked down out of sight. 

"Csme, come, you boy!" crisd the old detective, "we 
saw you. Come out of that and give an account of your- 
self." qr 

Jose heard hut ddd mot understand. 

The. round black head did not appear. 

"Mebbe he don't speak English. I'll try him in Span- 
ish," Harry remarked. ' 

"Jose! Listen!" he called in that language, "your 
enemy has fallen through this trap. He is probably dead. 
I can hear no sound down helow here. Come out. We 
want to talk to you. We know you have diamonds about 
you which have been stolen. We are detectives ; but if you 
will tell us the whole truth it is not sure that any trouble 
will come to you. Perhaps it will be just the other way; 
you may get a reward." 

Silence. 

Jose heard but was afraid. 



"Give him a moment to chew on what yon have said, 
Harry," whispered Old King Brady. "If he don't come 
out then we must make him; that's all." 

He was wise. 

Jose was already "chewing" on what Harry had said. 

The fact was the little Cuban was so thoroughly fright- 
ened that he was almost beside himself. 

" He had tried every way possible to get out of the old re- 
finery, but had not succeeded. And what added to his 
fears was being in the dark. Jose had climbed into the 
vat and- hidden as a frightened dog might hide in some 
hole. 

So mow he concluded that the only way was to make a 
clean breast of it and "give himsel i up. 

Anyhow it would not be Joe who was getting the dia- 
monds. 

As for himself, he had never intended to steal them. 
Probably after all the best way would be to give them 
op. 

So Jose once more popped hi3 head over the rim of the 
vat. 

"Mister, I didn't steal the diamonds," he called down. 

"Come down," said Harry kindly. "Come down and 
tell us all about it, Jose. 

"And mind how you do it," he added. "There is a 
broke* round on the ladder here. You don't want to fall, 
into that hole, too." 

Jose, who was standing om an inside ladder, now climbed 
over tho rim of the vat and cautiously descended. 

He was shaking all over, his teeth chattered, it was all 
he could do to keep from crying. 

The fact is Jose expected nothing less than to be sent to 
prison for the rest of his natural life. 

But Harry's friendly tone reassured him. 

"Let's see the diamonds, Jose," he said. * "Out with 
them. . Tell us where you got them and all will go right." 

And Jose yielded readily enough, telling the whole 
story. 

As this had to be translated to Old King Brady, it took 
time. 

"It would seem that Twee Hop told the truth," re- 
marked Harry after thy examined the brooches which Joie 
produced before he began to talk. 

"Looks so," replied the old detective. "What a singular 
thing it is that this boy should be brought in here. Of 
course, Twee Hop must have known it. The wonder is he 
and the others have not searched for him." 

"The why of all that can only be explained by this fel- 
low Joe, I suppose." 

"Yes, if he still lives. But now to get the boy out «€ 
here and to get away ourselves." 

Jose was only too glad to go. 

The Bradys now retraced their steps by the way they 
had come. 

But escape was not to be so easily effected. 

When they reached the door leading out to the shed* 
which they had left open, they found it locked. 

"Somebody has been here after wc were," whispered 
Harry, who tried it. 

"That's a bad job," muttered Old King Brady. 

He -had been using Joe's lantern, which was recovered, 
and lighted. 
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He flashed it on the lock -and tried the door. 
"It is locked all right," he said. "Well, luckily we have 
a key." 

But the key would not work, nor was the door locked. 

Clearly it had been securely fastened in some other way 
on the outside. 

"Provoking enough," growled the old detective. "Can 
our presence be known here ? It almost looks so. I don't 
like this." 

"There must be plenty of other doors," said Harry. 
"All there is about it we shall have to look for them. Jose, 
what do you know ?" 

"Nothing," replied Jose, "except that I can take you 
down into the place where the Chinamen are. I don't 
know anything at all about it up here." 

"We won't go in for that to-night," said Old King 
Brady quickly. "Let's look for other doors." 

They did and found three. 

But all were locked and neither the Chinamen's keys nor 
their own skeletons would help them out any. 

As for the windows, they all appeared to be securely 
nailed down. 

Old King Brady was puzzled to know what to do. 

He had stowed the diamonds away in the secret pockets 
of his peculiar blue coat. 

With these to work with he had a. hope that he might be 
able to get a confession out of Twee Hop that would result 
in securing the whole gang and saving himself. 

In these Chinese opium smuggling cases there is almost 
always one of the gang used as an informer and allowed 
to escape. 

"There seems to be only one thing to do," remarked Old 
King Brady when it became certain that they were not go- 
ing to be able to make their escape, "and that is to let Jose 
take the lead." 

They returned to the basement and the Cuban pointed 
out the steps which led down into the cellar. 

"It ought to be done in the dark," said the old detective 
after listening for a few minutes. "It really isn't safe to 
risk it with this lantern. How many Chinks do you sup- 
pose are down there, Jose?" 

He forgot that Jose could not understand him. 

"He says he has no idea," said Harry after translating 
the question. 

"Ask him if he thinks he can grope his way in the dark 
to the door which cuts off those stairs leading to the water 
ladder," said Old King Brady. 

They determined to try it. 

So the lantern was extinguished, and Harry taking hold 
of Jose's coat, while Old King Brady got hold of Harry's, 
they 'descended. 

Jose, guiding himself by the wall, now cautiously ad- 
vanced. 

It was pitch dark, yet all went well for a short distance. 

Then suddenly Harry's coat was jerked out of Old King 
Brady's hand. 

A wild cry from Jose broke the stillness., 

"Look out for yourself, governor ! A trap !" shouted 
Harry in the same breath. 

With a despairing gasp Old King Brady produced his 
flashlight. 

There directly in front of him was an open trap door. 



Harry and Jose had vanished. 

Old King Brady flashed his light down the trap, but 
cduld see nothing. 

He was just about to call when a noose suddenly dropped 
over his head. 

Old King Brady whirled around as it was drawn tight* 
to find himself facing the three death-head masks which 
Alice had to face when she was captured by Twee Hop. 

One of these held a flaishlight, another pulled at the 
rope, while the third held a huge revolver planked at Old 
King Brady's head. 

It was a case of capture, and the old detective resigned 
himself to his fate. 

"Well !" he exclaimed, folding his arms, "you have got 
me. Now what do you mean to do with .me?" 

A mumbling chuckle behind the masks was the only 
answer. 

The one who held the rope now turned, and slinging the 
Tope over his shoulder, traveled off along the passage. 

Of course all Old King Brady could do was to follow 
like a horse at the end of his tether. 

They took him into the theater joss house where the rope 
was tied to a big upright post which supported the low 
ceiling. 

Then all three masks went away, leaving the old detective 
in the dark, but this was not done until they had tied his 
hands behind him. 

Helpless, thus all Old King Brady could do was to^ 
wait. 

"If they only don't make too thorough a search," he 
thought. "I hardly think they will find the diamonds un- 
less they do go at it thoroughly." 

The wait was not for long. 

Presently a well-dressed Chinaman with an ordinary 
black cloth mask over his face entered accompanied by one 
of the three of the death-heads^ 

He was certainly not Twee Hop, being a man of a differ- 
ent build. 

He carried with him an ordinary lantern, which he 
flashed in Old King Brady's face, and for a moment stood 
there looking at him in silence. 

"Yes," he said at last, speaking in good English, "you 
are Old King Brady the detective, all right, there is no 
doubt of that." 

"None whatever,." snapped the old detective. "Here I 
am. You have got me. Now what do you intend to do 
with me? — that's the question." 

"I hardly know," replied the Chinaman; "but first of all 
you must be searched." 

His revolver, flashlight and some money were taken from 
him ; also Twee .Hop's bunch of keys. 

The diamonds, however, much to the detective's relief, 
were not discovered. 

The black mask now ordered the death-head to leave 
the room, apparently. At all events, the man retired. 

"Now for a moment's talk with you, Mr. Brady," the 
other said. 

"Well?" 

"Why did you come prowling about this place?" 
"Ask your friend, Twee Hop." 

"You are assuming that Twee Hop actually is my friend 
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when you really know nothing about it. It is true then 
that you hare taken up a detective case for that man ?" 
"Yes, it is true." 

"You are playing with a high hand. I advise you to be 
careful." 

"I have to deal with a high-handed man, I fancy. When 
a Chinaman speaks English as well as you do, he is apt 
to be a pretty important person among the people of his 
own race." 

A satisfied smile played about the lips of the mask. 

"Well, perhaps I am all of that," he said; "all the more 
reason then that you should have a care what you say. I 
ask you again what sort of a detective case you have in hand 
for Twee Hop?" 

"And I answer again that for that information I must 
refer you to Twee Hop himself. Doubtless you are well 
enough acquainted with him even if he is not your friend." 

"Is it a matter of diamonds?" 

"I refer you to Twee Hop." 

The mask drew a revolver, and stepping closer, aimed at 
Old King Brady's forehead. 

"Speak! Answer !" he hissed. "Do it now or I fire! Is 
it a matter of diamonds ?" 



CHAPTER X. 

ALICE MAKES AN ESCAPE. 

Alice expected nothing but to be shot then and there 
from the manner in which Twee Hop pronounced her sen- 
tence. 

But it was not so. 

For in the same breath the importer informed her and 
Mrs. Yet that they were to follow him. 

He led them through various passages to the room which 
Jose had occupied the first night, and then locked them in. 

And this after a hasty search of both. 

Alice lost her revolver — nothing else. From Mrs. Yet 
nothing at all was taken. 

A lantern was left with them. 

The door having been locked upon them, Mrs. Yet sat 
down on the edge of the bed and began to ease her mind 
about Twee Hop. I 

Alice let her talk herself out before making any remark. 

"All that talk is of little use," she finally said. "We 
seem to have got ourselves into serious trouble. How are 
we going to get out is more to the point." 

"You ought to be the best judge of that, seeing that you 
are a detective," replied Mrs. Yet. 

"I have a bunch of skeleton keys which may open this 
door, but I hardly know whether I better use them now 
or wait. I suppose there is somebody on guard outside." 

"If we got out I am afraid we should never succeed in 
escaping from the building." 

"Oh, I don't know. There are more ways than one, 
probably." 

"Poor Hing Lee!" sighed Mrs. Yet. "He was a good 
man. He was also my cousin. Now he is dead. It makes 
me very sad." 

"Is he — was he, I mean — actually the informer who 
gave away these Yellow Crooks to the Government ?" 



"I think he was. I don't actually know, for he did not 
tell me, but from some remarks he dropped I think it ifl 
pretty certain that he was the man." 

"Then he has met with his reward. He could not expect 
anything else." 

"I can't see how they found out. I am sure he never told 
anyone." 

"You can't be sure of that. He must have given him- 
self away somehow or we should not be in this fix now." 
Alice listened at the door. 

"I can ? t hear anyone outside there," she remarked. I 
think I will venture to use my skeleton keys." 

"Do you think they really mean to kill us,. Miss Mont- 
gomery?" 

"You ought to be a better judge of that than I am, for 
you know your own people better than I do. It seemed to 
me that Twee Hop meant what he said." 

Alice now went to work with her skeletons, but found 
herself unable to master the lock. 

"We can do nothing heTe," whispered Alice. 

"But there is still another door," replied Mrs. Yet. 
"What about that?" 

Now this other door opened the other way. It was nearly 
opposite to the door of their room. 

A light shown through the keyhole. 

Alice got her eye against it, but could see but little, and 
nothing to give her any clew to what the room might eon- 
tain. ; 

She tried listening next. 

Snoring in various keys seemed to be the order of thingi 
behind that door. 
Alice, in a whisper, so informed Mrs. Yet. 
"It must be an opium joint," the broker's wife said. 
Alice cautiously tried the door, finding it unlocked. 
She opened it and peered inside. 

At least a dozen Chinks lay sprawling on mattressei 
asleep. 

There were As many as six opium lay-outs in evidence. 

Alice stood studying the situation, trying to locate Twee 
Hop, but he did not seem to be there. 

There was one big Chinaman over at the other side of 
the room. 

One of the death-head masks had been just such a man. 
He was the one who had locked and unlocked doors as they 
passed along, and who had finally locked Alice and Mrs. 
Yet in the little room. 

"I believe that fellow carries the keys to this place," 
breathed Alice. "I've a great mind to try and get them." 

Mrs. Yet nodded. 

Alice stole in among the slumbering opium fiends and 
crept up to the big fellow's side. 

Cautiously she felt him over, and sure enough located 
a bunch of keys in the pocket of his blouse. 

These she was able to possess herself of without arous- 
ing him, and returning she joined Mrs. Yet in the passage, 
closing the door behind her. 

"That was well done," said the Chinawoman approv- 
ingly. "You seem to be equal to everything,"' 

"It was pure luck," replied Alice. "If one tries one 
gets there I suppose. Now to see if we can get out of 
this." 

They now retraced their steps and gained the door which 
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kdvtoi&hesitairB, at theicwrt ©f 'whidiHiiig ljeemet'his fate. 
It was locked, .hut the right ; key Tvas., speedily tfannd. 

Descending the stairs they found the .corpse of "Hie dead 
•Ghiajunaii. still lying where it had :f alien. 

Just beyond was the trap door. 

"If we can only get that trap door up -we have every 
chance," said Alice. "There must be boats down there." 

She tried the trap, but found it fast. 

MaBhing her lantern down upon it she made a careful 
examination, and in the frame in which the trap door 
■closed found a small opening which looked ;as if it might 
be a keyhole. 

Kneeling down, Alice tried bey after key, and at length 
found one to fit it. 

The key turned and then she was able to raise' the trap. 

"'At last !" cried Mrs. Yet joyfully. Oh, Miss Montgom- 
ery, if we can only once escape from this dreadful place I 
will never take such chances again." 

"We are going to escape," replied Alice. "Follow me." 

She cautiously descended the ladder which was nailed 
.-against a pile and reached to the water. 

Several rowboats were tied up here. 

Alice-pulled one in towards the pile and got into it. 

Mrs. Yet following, she cast off, took up the oars and 
began to pull out from under the pier, when all at once her 
-attention was attracted by a splashing close by. 

"Someone after us," breathed Mrs. Yet. "We shall 
never get away from this." 

v Alice lay back on her oars. 

^ Who's there?" she called in Chinese. 

There was no answer, but the splashing kept up. 

Alice raised the lantern and was just in time to see a 
•slight figure climbing into one of the boats. 

It was a bareheaded boy with very black hair. 

He had all his clothes on, so it looked as if he might 
accidentally have tumbled into the water. 

Determined to know more and to take no chance of be- 
ing followed, Alice passed the lantern to Mrs. Yet and 
pulled boldly up to the boat in which the boy had now 
crouched down. 

And this was the time Alice made 'the acquaintance of 
•Joee. 

He sat up when he saw that he had only women to deal 
with, but he did not speak. 

Seeing that he looked like a Spanish-American, Alice 
addressed him in Spanish. 

"Who are you? What are you doing here?" she de- 
manded. 

"I want to get away," mumbled Jose. "I wasn't going 
to steal the boat, missus, only going to use it to take me 
whase I ean get on shore." 

" Have you been in this building overhead, here ? Are 
you the Cuban boy who plays the guitar?" 

"Yes, missus." 

"I see. You were a prisoner of these Chinese?" 
"Yes, missus. Please don't hurt me. All I want is to 
get away." 

"IEqh. get in this boat with us, I will put you ashore," 
Alice said. 

"Will you, really, missus?" 

^Y-ea, yes ; I am no Chinese. 1 1 have been their prisoner 



myself. I have jnast made my escape. What is your 
name?" 

"Jose Randega." 

'"Then- treat to me, Jose, and I will see -you out of this. 
I may as well tell you that I am a detective. I will see 
you safe." 

"A detective I" cried Jtee. "Oh, I am so glad." 
"Why gkd?" 

"Because then you surely will help me. Listen missus; 
there is another detective close by here. A young man. 
His name is Brady ; he has sprained his ankle and can't 
walk. I was going to try to get him into the boat." 

"Brady!" cried Alices Do you mean Harry Brady ?" 

"Yes, yes. That's what Old King Brady called him — 
Harry !" 

"What is it all about ?" demanded Mrs. Yet, puzzled at 
all this 'Spanish. "Why do you make so much talk with 
the boy?" 

Alice hastily explained. 

"Tell me all about .it, Jose," she continued. I am Old 
King Brady's partner. I am ready to help you, of course." 
Jose's tongue was loosed now. 

He rattled away at race-horse speed, and Alice got every- 
thing, the story of the diamonds included. 

"We fell into a dirty cellar where it is all mud," he went 
on to say when he came to the trap door incident. "That 
Chinaman Joe who tried to rob me of the diamonds is 
there, too, but he is dead. He seems to have broken his 
neck when he fell. I did what I could for Young King 
Brady. He can scarcely stand, and he suffers terribly. Of 
course, we did not know what to do for we could not get up 
out of the cellar, there are no stairs. Mr. Brady had a 
flashlight, and finally we found a sewer pipe leading out 
into the water. As I am a good swimmer I crawled into 
it, for Mr. Brady was sure it did not go very far. It didn't, 
either. I managed to get through, and then I let myself 
come up to the- surface of the water, but I shouldn't want 
to try it again." 

Alice thought all this a remarkable story, but Jose 
seemed to be sincere, and as she knew that the Bradys were 
due at the Meyer & Hengle sugar house that night, she 
could not doubt its truth. 

"Show me how to get to the place at once, Jose," she 
said. 

Mrs. Yet put up< a kick when she found that they were 
going further in among the piles instead of out on the 
river, but Alice silenced her. 

They soon came up against a brick -wall which -seemed to 
rise directly out of the water, and here was a small window 
not too high for Alice to reach. 

There was no sash. Alice raised her lantern, and throw- 
ing the light in through the- window, called Harry's name. 

There was no answer. 

"Boy, are you not mistaken?" demanded Alice. "Ig 
this really the place ?" 

"It surely is," replied Jose. "Let me ciimb up on the 
window ledge, then with the lantern I can see inside." 

Jose could just clutch the window sill. Alice gave him 
a boost and he managed to climb up. 

"Why, he is gone !" he cried, flashing the lantern down 
inside the window. "I see the dead Chinaman, but I 
can't see Mr. Brady. Yes, he has gone V 
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But Alice was resolved to make sure, so calling Joe down, 
6he climbed up on the window sill herself. 

But there was nothing to be seen of Harry. 

She dropped back into the boat and explained to Mrs. 
Yet. 

"We need police help, here^" she declared. The Bradys 
must be rescued," 

"Don't mix me up.in.it," ple&dad Mrs. Yet. "When 
we get ashore let me go home. It is the last time you will 
ever catch me going in among Chinese crooks." 

"You can do as you like. I propose to rescue my part- 
DflTB," Aiice replied as she pulled away among the piles. 



CHAPTEK.XL 

UP AGArNSI; TWEE HOP. 

When the Chinaman with the bitack mask demanded of 
Old King Brady if : Ms case with. Twee. Hop was a matter 
of diamonds, .the old detective fox the moment gave himself, 
up for lost. \ 

"Take away the revolver," he said. "I will talk." 

"You do well," was the reply. "Instead of holding me 
as an enemy, you may tarn, me into a friend. Answer my 
question now." 

"The answer ia yes; it is a matter of diara'onds." 

"I thought so. They were supposed to have been taken 
from Twee Hop's white wife by a Chinese servant, one 
Mon Wow." 

"That is it." 

"And Twee Hop hired you to find the diamonds?" 
"Yes, and the woman." 

"And the woman!" repeated the Chinaman, sarcasti- 
cally. "It is all straight about the diamonds, Mr. Brady. 
He really has lost several valuable diamond brooches, and 
he wants to recover them, but the woman is here. Twee 
Hop knows it. He was here himself to-night." 

"Yes, I know," replied Old King Brady. "I saw him 
when he left." 

"You have seen too much for your own good I am afraid, 
old man," said the mask. However, we shall see about that. 
What have you done about the diamonds ?" 

"I have not been able to do anything: about them. It 
seems to be a case without a clew." 

"You may well say that. How muoh did Twee Hop tell 
you about the loss of these diamond brooches?" 

Old King Brady repeated the story of the loss of the 
diamonds just as he hatd received it from Twee Hop. 

"I can go you one better on that," said, the mask. "The 
Wow woman had the diamonds in a handkerchief. She was 
attacked on Pell street, no matter why or by whom. Then 
she dropped the handkerchief and that is the last we know 
of it. Somebody picked it up, of course, but how can even 
you, the greatest detective in New York, ever hope to find 
out who that someone was?" 

"It looks to be a difficult case, I admit," replied Old 
King Brady, "yet such things have been done, and I don't 
despair of' success. 

"If anyone can find those diamonds, you're the man," 
the Chinaman said. 



"And now let me tell you something," he went on to> 
say; "we who meet here are a gang, as you would calT it. 
Twee Hop is our leader. No matter what our line i%. 
though I dare say yon know, for we have been given away 
to the Secret Service men. The man who did this is now 
dead. He shot himself to avoid a worse^fate. Had' he 
lived we should have forced him to tell who -put him vep to 
informing on lis, and had he spoken the truth there v ia no 
doubt that he would have named Twee Hop:" 

"Ah, ha !" said Old King Brady. "All very interesting, 
but where do I come in on this?" 

"FU explain. Meanwhile you will be wanting a imaae 
for me. Call me Tom Gfuin, it is as good: as any other. 
Now listen! Twee Hop is about breaking up here. He<en- 
pects to bring the gang together in. another plaice,, bat he 
never will. Let me tell you there- will be ; a- dead Twee Hop 
before many days have passed,, so it will pay you. 'better t» 
deal with a live one." 

"Oh, I don't mind," replied. Old King. Brady. "If yon- 
are giving it to me straight then there is a lot: in what yon 
say. But I can't work tied up. You will have to set' me 
free." 

"To-morrow, in the early morning of to-day, rather; for 
it is now after midnight, you shall go free." 
"And my partner?" 

"I can do nothing about him. He is probably dead."' 

"That must be proved. Something must be done about 
him if you want my help." 

"I will see what I can do. Is it a bargain?" 

"Yes, if you will restore my partner to me or prove that 
he is dead, and give me a chance to properly care for him™ 

"What you ask is reasonable." 

He climbed upon the little stage, helping Old King 
Brady up. 

They passed through a door at the back, descended a few 
steps and halted before an iron door. 

"Here is a room where you will be secure," said Tom 
Gum, "and here you must remain foT awhile. I will untie 
you and leave you this lantern. It is all I can do for you 
at the present time." 

And so Old King Brady found himself locked in. 

The place was more of a vault than a room. 

The old detective put it down for the stoTe'-room, where 
the chemist of the sugar house had formerly kept his cheai- 
cals. 

Time passed and Tom Gum did not- return. 

It was beginning to get along towards morning. 

Old King Brady's impatience was intense. 

Tired of remaining seated on the old broken chair 
which had been provided for him, he fried pacing the 'floor. 

As for opening the iron door, that was impossible; Tom 
Gum had bolted it on the outside. 

It was an intense disappointment not to have got. wand 
of Harry. The old detective had tried to make himself 
believe that Tom Gum really meant what he said. 

Perhaps he did, but certain it is that this same Tom 
Gum was the sleeping Chinaman from whom Alice seenreiJ 
the keys. 

Equally certain would it appear to be that Tom Gum, 
when that happened, had been hitting the dope, so ite Al- 
low probably had no intention of doing anything befoul 
morning anyway. 
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While he was thus pacing the floor Old King Brady's at- 
tention was attracted by a peculiarity of the shelving in one 
particular corner. 

The shelves seemed to have been sawed through at a 
certain point. 

It looked suspiciously like a door. Old King Brady 
caught hold of one of the shelves and gave a pull. 

Nothing doing, but when he came to search for a secret 
spring he found instead a bolt which had nothing secret 
about it. . v 

This having been drawn, the sawed-off shelves opened 
like a door, bringing a section of the brick wall with them. 

Old King Brady caught up the lantern and flashed it 
into the opening. 

Here there waf a winding iron staircase leading down. 

The old detective carefully examined the outfit, and hav- 
ing made sure that there was no way of permanently clos- 
ing the door except by the bolt, he descended the stairs, 
coming up against another iron door which had two size- 
able round holes bored in it. 

This proved to be unfastened. 

Opening it and walking in, Old King Brady found that 
he had made a discovery likely to please the Secret Service 
Bureau if nothing else. 

For here were many packages of opium. 
Clearly this was the store-house of the Yellow Crooks. 
There was another iron door to this room, but it was 
locked. 

Old King Brady now got busy with his skeleton keys and 
soon managed to open it. 

Beyond was a narrow passage. 

He hurried along the passage, coming to a heavy wooden 
door at its end. 

This was locked, and the old detective's skeleton keys 
refused to work. 

Old King Brady hastily got out his flashlight. 

It did seem as if everything was against him. 

The flashlight which before had been all right now ap- 
peared to have suddenly taken it into its head to go out of 
business, for it would, not work at all. 

Not a little disturbed at all this, Old King Brady started 
to grope his way back, determined to return to the room 
from which he had started. 

He had taken but a few steps when the door behind him 
was suddenly thrown open and five Chinamen came tum- 
bling into the passage. 

It was all so sudden that to avoid discovery was out of 
the question. 

Wheeling about, the old detective saw that he had to do 
with Twee Hop at last. 

"Old King Brady!" cried the importer, who carried a 
lantern. 

Then shouting something in Chinese, all the others 
rushed upon the old detective and pinned him against the 
wall, while Twee Hop, whipping out a revolver, planked 
it at his head. 

"You here !" he cried. "Come, old man, this visit is not 
on my business. You are trying double duty in this case ; 
you have come here to do Secret Service work. It is going 
to cost y«u your life !" 



CHAPTER XII. 

CONCLUSION - . 

We seem rather to have lost the run of Harry. 

That he has been neglected is, however, because there 
was nothing to tell that Jose has not already told. 

Harry and the Cuban boy went splashing down into 
muddy water. 

By the aid of his flashlight Harry speedily discovered 
the dead Chinaman. 

Joe seemed to have come down through a shaft which 
led up several stories, and there he lay with a broken 
neck. 

At last came the. time when Jose, after several experi- 
mental efforts, decided to try to escape by the big sewer 
pipe which drained the place, and Harry was left alone. 

He had scarcely gone when Harry's attention was at- 
tracted by a noise overhead, and looking up he saw that 
the trap door had been opened. 

Through it somebody was lowering a ladder now. 

Harry breathlessly watched it come down. 
. The ladder in place, a light flashed, and a Chinaman 
carrying a lantern began to descend. 

It was Tom Gum. 

Half way down the ladder he turned and peered down, 
discovering Harry standing there looking up at him. 

Now Tom tJum no longer wore a mask. 
.. "Where's tnat Cuban boy?" he asked. 

"Gone." 

"Gone where?" 

"Out by the sewer pipe." 

"You don't mean it! Then he is drowned,, of course." , 

"Oh, I don't know. He claimed to be a good swimmer. 
But here am I answering all your questions when I don't 
know whether you are my friend or my enemy." 

"Friend. I came to take you to Old King Brady. I 
have made a deal with him." 

"What kind of a deal?" ' 

"A diamond deal. He has promised to cut Twee Hop' 
out, and we are to stand in together. I am coming down." 

"Why don't you come on then? What do you hang to 
the ladder talking about it for ?" 

"I suppose you've got a revolver, Brady?" 

"I dare say I have." 

"You won't shoot?" 

"Not as long as you play square." 
1 "I play that way all the time. I'm a square man." 

"Come on then. I won't shoot." 

Tom Gum came down the ladder then. 

"Are you very lame?" he asked. 

"Very." 

"Can you climb the ladder?" 
"Oh, I think so. I must." . 

So he climbed the ladder, not without considerable diffi- 
culty, and Tom Gum following, the ladder was pulled up 
and the trap door closed. 

"Come on! Follow me," said the Chinaman, and he 
led Harry to the theater joss house, climbed on the little 
stage, descended the steps behind it, and brought up at the 
iron door where he shot the bolts and fumbled for his keys, 
(Continued on page 26). 
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But he failed to find them. 

"I seem to have lost my keys/' he growled. "I don't 
know what it means. They must have dropped out of my 
pocket. Stand where you are for a minute while I go back 
and see if I can find them." 

He was gone more than a minute, and he came back 
minus the keys. 

"I've lost them/' he growled." "I don't understand it 
•either. Old King Brady is behind that door, and 1 can't 
open it without a key. I don't know what we shall do." 

"I have a bunch of skeleton keys/' replied Harry. "Per- 
haps I can open the door with them." 

"Try it! Try it! We want to be quick. We have de- 
layed too long as it is." 

Harry produced his skeletons and readily got the door 
•open. 

An exclamation of disgust escaped Tom Gum. 
« For there was no Old King Brady in evidence. 

And as the old detective closed the inner door when he 
departed, Tom Gum was left guessing, as he did not know 
■of the existence of the' door. 

"Why he's gone !" the Chinaman exclaimed. 

"So it would seem," replied Harry, dryly. 

Tom Gum now relieved himself by doing a little swear- 
ing. 

"Come/' said Harry, "that's no good at all. What do 
you propose to do now ?" 

"I'm sure I don't know. It all depended upon Old King 
Brady." 

They were standing in the passage. 
Tom Gum gave the door an angry slam. 
He had no sooner done so than two Chinamen came 
tumbling down the steps at the back of the little stage. 
Tom Gum looked disgusted. 

There was a brief talk, and then Tom Gum ordering 
Warry to follow, they followed the men up the steps, 
■over the stage and down into the theater joss house: 

When they got on the stage Harry saw what they were 
up against. 

There stood Old King Brady wtih his hands tied behind 
Mm. 

Facing him was Twee Hop. 

He held a. superb diamond, brooch in his hand. 

Several other Chinks were admiring it. 

The chase for the Chinese diamonds was over. 

When Twee Hop came to search OH. King Brady they 
•were found. 

But there was little cause for congratulation. 

Twee Hop began to talk, and what he said was discour- 
aging enough. 

"And now, Mr. BVady, you have won out in your dia- 
mond case," he began. "I -suppose yeu think you are en- 
titled to the reward I promised you." 

"It would seem so," replied the old detective calmly. 

"Where did you find these; diamonds?" 

"You are entitled to know," replied, the old detective, 
and he told "the story of Jose. 

"You two certainly have luck in whatever you under- 
take to do," said Twee Hop. "I doubt if that boy would 
*f« have been brought in here if any other detective had 
'undertaken the case. Bo you ever fail?" 



"We have failed many times. But about that reward. 
Let it come, for we want to get out." 

"And get out you shall," replied Twee Hop. "Out of 
the world, and that will be your reward. Old man, when 
I made that bargain with you I was sincere and intended 
to keep my word. But cir6umstances have changed. My 
band, known as the Yellow Crooks, has been betrayed to 
the Secret Service Bureau, and you are the detectives 
chosen to follow the matter up. 

"Very likely you did not know you were coming up 
against me. I can believe that. But it *makes no differ- 
ence. Even if I was. disposed to spare your lives, these, my 
friends, would not stand for it. So prepare to die." 

"But how?" demanded the old detective. 

"You will find out soon enough/' replied Twee Hop 
coldly, and'he left the room. 

When he returned he was shabbily dressed in Chinese 
style. • 

And now it seemed as if there really was no hope for 
the Bradys. 

In silence the detectives were led out of the building, 
through the big sheds and out upon the end of the pier. 

Two pieces of iron were hung over Old King Brady's 
neck. A rope was attached to the one which secured his 
hands. 

It was to be death by drowning then ! 

Harry, also bound, could only look on in horror, knowing 
that his turn must come. 

But help was close at hand, for at that very moment the 
police boat came steaming around the corner of the next 
pier. 

On the deck were several men. Alice and Mrs. Yet in 
their male disguises were with them, also Jose. 

Instantly revolvers were turned on the Chinks, who fled 
up the pier and in under the sheds like so many rats. 

Fortunate was it for the Bradys that the police so quickly 
responded when Alice applied for help at the nearest sta- 
tion. 

Old King Brady and Harry freed, led the raid on the f 
sugar house. 

, All hands were captured after some search, Twee Hop 
included. Also several opium fiends in the smoking-roont- 

The opium smugglers got the usual prison sentences. 

.As for the diamond hroaches, Mrs. Twee Hop got those, 
as the importer was unable to prove them his property. 

Jose was taken care of by the Bradys, who got him a 
place with a Maiden Jane jeWer, where he still is. 

Thus everybody got something out of the case. 

Even the detectives themselves got the usual Secret Ser- 
vice fees, which seemed rather a poor return for so danger- 
ous a case as that of the Bradys and the Yellow Crooks. 

Read "THE BRADYS' STRANGE CASE: OR, THE 
SKELETON IN THE WELL," which will be the next 
number (617) of "Secret Service." 
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ITEMS WORTH READING. 



An ingenious taxicab has just made its appearance In Lon- 
don. In addition to recording the fare on a dial, it will, at 
the end o£ a journey, issue a- ticket stamped with- the exact 
fare a passenger has to pay, with any extras incurred. The 
new taxicabs also record on paper the details of the vehicle's 
daily work — the distances covered, waits, number, of fares, 
and receipts. 

A curious result of operations by the Trigonometrical Sur- 
vey in India was the conclusion that there was, in the middle 
of India, an underground, or buried, mountain range, a thou- 
sand miles in length, and lying about parallel with the chain 
of the Himalayas. This conclusion was based on the singu- 
larities of the local attraction of gravitation in Central India, 
the plumb-line being deflected southward on the north side 
of the supposed subterranean chain and northward on the 
south side, leading to the inference that a great elongated 
mass of rock of excessive density underlies the surface of 
tne earth between the two sets of observing stations. 

The youngest divorced couple In the world are to be found 
in the Court of Abyssinia; so we learn from a Paris con- 
temporary. On May 16 of last year the Princess Romanic 
Onosk was married to the Prince Lidj Eyassu, the heir ap- 
parent, the bride then being eight years of age and the bride- 
groom fourteen. Now they have been divorced. It is not a 
question of fault on either side, no incompatibility of temper, 
none of the causes which figure so frequently in our divorce 
division. The Princess happens to be the niece of the Em- 
press Taitu, and this lady is not popular with the Regents of 
the country. So to prevent the Empress exercising any bane- 
ful influence upon the future ruler's wife the statesmen have 
required the Prince to divorce her. 

An American furniture manufacture, who counts his genuine 
mahogany boards as a jeweler counts his stones, would prob- 
ably burBt into teaTS if he should go to' the state of Chiapas, 
in Mexico, and contemplate a bridge which spans the Rio 
Michol, for this entire structure, which, with its approaches, 
is one hundred and fifty feet long, with a width of fifteen 
feet, is built entirely of solid mahogany. The bridge is ^sed 
both by teams and by foot passengers, and, though roughly 
constructed, is very substantial. None of the massive timbers 
were sawn, as there is not a sawmill in the region, but all 
were hewn out with the ax from the logs. On a New York 
valuation, at least two hundred thousand dollars' worth of 
material was used in the construction of this rude country 
bridge. 



There are over ten million telephone stations in the world.. 
A statistical review of the telephone Industry gives this, 
astounding fact and also states that there are over twenty- 
seven million miles of wire. Two-thirds of the telephones and 
wire mileage are in the United States. The telephone business- 
is put in the third rank among this country's industries, put- 
ting it on the basis of per capita investment. It is slightly 
exceeded by the iron and steel and the foundry and machine- 
interests. In Europe, Germany leads all other countries in 
tne number of stations, boasting some riine hundred thousand. 
Los Angeles, Cal., leads the world in the number of telephone 
subscribers to population. Stockholm, Sweden, runs a close- 
second. The telephone investment of the world on January 1, 
1910, amounted to $1,500,000,000, and the telephone conversa- 
tions for last year numbered nineteen billion. We in the- 
United States used nearly two and a half times as many calls- 
as any other country. 
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"Whar you' boy now?" some one asked the old Georgia, 
darky. "De gover"nrinfs takin' care of him." "Dat so?* 
"Yes, suh! He's in the new Ped'ral prison, wid a nice gray- 
suit on him." 

A seven-year-old had a great appetite for buckwheat cakes,, 
and could stow away an amazing number of them for break- 
fast. One morning his grandfather, who was watching the 
performance, asked: . "Have you ever in your life had all the 
buckwheat cakes that you could eat?" "Yes, sir," replied the 
boy. "Lots of times I've felt I'd had enough." "How d©' you 
tell when you have had enough?" "I just keep on eating- 
until I get a pain, and then I eat one more to make suTe ; " 

Dr. George A. Gordon, pastor of the Old South' Church, 
Boston, tells how a witty Irishman stood before^ the 1 gate' of 
the other world, asking for admission. St. Peter refused' him, 
however, telling him he was too great a sinner to enter-there, 
and bade him go away. The man went a little (Hstawee from 
the gate and then crowed three times like a rooster: SI. 
Peter at once threw open the gate and cried out: "Come In, 
Pat! We'll let bygones, be bygones! " 

"De beauty of de Scripters am in deir incipiency," impres- 
sively remarked good old Parson Bagster in the course, of a 
recent Sabbath morning's sermon. "When yo' finds a text .dat 
'pears convoluted and devolved des put yo' focus to it wid, de- 
eye of simple faith, and, lo, behold It opens out beta' you, like 
de unfoldin' of yo' hand! Take de commandment, 'Put not 
new cloth into old garments'; what do dat signify? Huh 
friends, don't turn and twist dat promulgation, uh-lookin' • for 
some deep, sonorous meanin' in it, but dess 'ply sense to it — 
'ply sense, and what do we find? De fact dat a hole will.laat 
long«r dan a patch, o' cou'se! Dat's what we finds! " 

A Richmond minister not long ago was .asked to perform *, 
marriage ceremony for a young negro couple. As he had 
employed the bridegroom for a year or two, he consented, 
knowing what prestige would come to the couple by reasea 
of having been married by a white minister. At the ap- 
pointed time the happy pair arrived, and the ceremony peo- 
ceeded. "Do you take this man for better or for worse?" the 
minister asked. For all her shyness, the bride spok« up* 
bravely: "No, sah; ah don't," she said. "Ah'll take him jest 
like he is. If he was ter get any better, I's 'fraid he'd die; 
an' if he was ter get any V US8 > a ^'d kill him myself! " 
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SECRET SERVICE. 



SAM, THE STOWAWAY. 



By John Sherman. 



-sats 

"Shine, sir, shine?" eagerly asked a boy of a pedestrian. 

"No! " was the gruff reply of the man' addressed, and he 
hurried on along South street, casting a sour glance at the 
little bootblack who accosted him near Burling slip. 

Sam — he had no other name — looked disappointed, for he 
had not made a cent that day, on account of the rain, and ex- 
pected he would have to sleep out of doors without any supper 
that night 

He was a waif of New York, about fourteen years old, his 
gaunt body clad in a pair of tattered pants, held up by one 
suspender, a ragged shirt, and an old cap covered his frowsy 
head. 

It was long after ten o'clock and few people were out. ~*"" 
Sam saw the man he spoke to go in a ship-agent's office by 

means of a key, on Front street, a moment afterward. 
There was something suspicious in the way the fellow 

glanced around, and the boy was attracted by it and stood 

near the door, when he saw the man unlock a safe in the 

office. 

He opened a drawer and took out a small package, but the 
moment he did this he heard a distant electric bell violently 
ring, and then there sounded the patter of hurried footsteps 
coming down through the hall from the office above. 

The man rushed out to the street, and flinging the package 
to Sam, he ran around the corner, shouting: 

"Run, or you'll be arrested! " 

Sam took fright and ran toward the river with the package 
In his hand, as he suspected the man of being a thief, and 
feared to get mixed up in what the rascal was doing. 

But no sooner did Sam start off when two detectives ran 
after him, coming from the ship-agent's building. * 

"It's a boy — a bootblack! " said one, "and there he goes now, 
Charley." 

"After the little thief, Ned!" panted the other. "We've got 
on to his identity now." 

Glancing back over uis shoulder, and seeing the two detec- 
tives chasing him, Sam dodged out on a dock, flitted behind a 
pile of freight, and sprang on board a brig moored there. 

He saw the hatchway open, and going down the ladder into 
the vessel's hold, he hid himself among the cargo. 

A short time afterward he heard the two detectives come on 
board and ask some one if they had seen him, to which a 
negative reply was given. 

"What did he do?" asked Captain Jim Ranger, who com- 
manded the brig. 

•"Robbed the safe of Hopkins & Co.," replied the eldest detec- 
tive. "For some time sums of money were missed every week 
from the safe, and the matter was put into the hands of the 
chief of detectives. He ascertained that some one had a du- 
plicate key to the office door, and a duplicate safe key. So he 
drilled a hole in the back of the safe, attached an electric 
wire to the money drawer, and ran the wire up to an office on 
the second floor, where it was attached to an alarm bell. We 
were stationed there to watch for the bell to ring, as opening 
the safe drawer would cause it to, and as soon as we heard it, 
down, we ran to capture the thief, but he escaped us. " 

"And you say he is a bootblack?" queried the skipper. 

"Yes; we saw him running away with a package of marked 
bills that belong to the firm. As he isn't here, we'll look fur- 
ther," said the officer, as they left ( the vessel 

Sam was cast into a fever of alarm over the scrape he was 



in, for he knew that, although he might protest his. innocence, 
appearances were so much against him he might go to prison 
if they caught him. 

He began to cry, and nestling down in his dark corner, fell 
asleep. 

He did not wake up till the next day, and then there was a 
queer motion to the vessel which told him plainly that the 
brig had, during his slumbers, put out to sea, carrying him 
with it. 

It was the Harpooner, of 150 tons burden, bound for Ber- 
muda, laden with a miscellaneous cargo, under command of 
Captain Ranger, a mate, ten seamen and a negro cook. 

He remained down below two days, afraid to show himself, 
but as soon as the misery of seasickness left him, hunger and 
thirst drove him to desperation, and he resolved to go on 
deck. 

Accordingly, he ascended the ladder of the midship hatch 
which was open, startling the watch on deck by his unex- 
pected appearance and their cries of astonishment; as they 
surrounded the poor boy, brought the skipper to the spot, de- 
manding, anxiously: 

"What's the matter here, boys?" 

"A stowaway, sir," replied the mate. 

"I couldn't help it!" exclaimed Sam, tears starting to his 
eyes. 

"Ho, ho! So you are one of those young lubbers who wants 
to be smart, and run away from home to become a sailor, 
hey?" 

"I was hidin' from the cops an' fell asleep.. When I woke 
up we was away from land," explained Sam. "I was scared 
you'd throw me overboard or beat me, so I stayed hid till I 
got so hungry I didn't know what to do." 

"Starved out, eh?" grinned the skipper. "Well, that's gen- 
erally the way. Now, what were you hiding from the police 
for, I'd like to know?" 

Sam tearfully explained what happened to him, the captain 
listening attentively, and at the end of the bootblack's story, 
he said, vehemently: 

"By thunder, I believe you, my boy! I'll tell you why. Hop- 
kins & Co. are owners of this craft, and the man you saw I 
recognize by the description as the bookkeeper of the firm, 
Tom Sikes by name. I always disliked that sneaky-looking 
cuss, and when we get back to port, I'll see that you are ex- 
onerated, and he gets his deserts. Now, where is the package 
he flung to you?" 

Sam handed it over, and the skipped opened it. 

The parcel contained several hundred dollars in hills. 

"It would have been a good haul for him, if he kept it," said 
the captain, grimly, 'but he took alarm, and fearing to have 
the telltale package found in his possession if captured, he 
flung it to you so as to lay the blame at your door. Now, 
my lad, as you can't expect to go to Bermuda for nothing, 
you'll have to work your passage. Do you know anything 
about a ship?" 

"No — nothin',' replied Sam. 

"Well, you can learn. I'll take you for my cabin boy. Of 
course, I can't blame you for stowing away in the manner 
you did to escape the police. But if you had done it on pur- 
pose to go to sea just for the fun of it, you'd have had a hard 
life of it here." 

* Ijjp explained to the boy what was required of him. 

Then Sam was fed and decently clothed, and as the days 
went by he quickly learned his duties, and made himself 
valuable. 

In due course of time the vessel came in sight of Bermuda, 
and on the night the Islands were discerned, Sam made a 
discovery. 

While lying apparently asleep in the shadow of the lee bul- 
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warks he overheard a conversation between the mate, Peter 
Hawley, and several of the crew who were on watch. 

"Thar must a be'n nigh onto a thousand dollars In that ere 
package o' money ther lad gave ther captain," said the mate 
in low tones to the men, "an' as all ther crew is willin' ter 
jine me, we kin not only git it, an' divide ekal like amongst 
us, but we kin seize ther brig. " 
"How about the old man?" whispered one of the watch. , 
"Why, now, we'll make a prisoner o' him, an' set him ashore 
on Bermuda, then we'll sail away, sell this 'ere craft in Cuby 
or St. Thomas, an' then we'll disband, all o' us well off wi' 
money." 

"Ay, ay! When will we do it?" 

Before the mate could reply, the captain came out on deck, 
and the conspirators dispersed about their various duties. 

"We are going to have a storm, Peter," said the skipper, 
pointing at the lowering sky. "See there, black clouds and 
chain-lightning. " ' 

"Ay, sir," replied the mate. "Best ter shorten sail, too, 
'cause we're in mighty dangerous water, an' mustn't run afoul 
o' ther rocks." 

The watch was piped up from below, and sharp orders rang 
out, when in came the fluttering canvas, but while furling it 
to the yards a squall struck the Harpooner, and sent her 
flying. 

Off to the leeward arose the rocky islands of Bermuda, with 
nothing more remarkable about them than the great coral 
reef fending off the sea on the northern side. 

It stretched out in a semi-circular belt, two leagues from 
the mainland, and on these treacherous reefs Sam saw a vessel 
bilged, its crew seeing land so far away imagined they were 
perfectly safe to run where the hidden reefs laid. 

The gales swung the Harpooner in amid the reefs of coral 
and it became caught like a fly in a cobweb near North Rock. 

By that time the tempest was raging and the sky dark, but 
by the flash of the lightning Sam saw a boat put out from 
shore containing a solitary oarsman, and come toward them. 

Every moment the Harpooner was in danger of going to 
pieces on the reefs, and imagining that help was coming, Sam 
shouted : 

"There's a , boat coming from land, Captain Ranger." 
"Ay, now! And a darky in it, too!" said the skipper. 
"Brig ahoy!" came a hail from the water. 
"Ahoy, there! " responded Ranger. 
"Heave me a tow line! " said the negro. 
This was done, and making his boat fast astern, he came 
aboard. 

"What brought you out here in this storm?" queried the 
surprised captain. 

"I came to see what you would give, if % pilot you away 
from here." 

"Do you gain your living saving distressed vessels here?" 
asked the skipper, who did not like the man's ugly black face. 

"Ay, sir. I know all about' these waters. You will perish 
if you stay here." 

"I know it. Name your price — anything you like." 

"Five hundred dollars," said the negro, coolly. 

"Isn't that rather steep?" 

"You are at my mercy. If you don't agree, I'll desert you." 

"Scoundrel! But — never mind. Pilot us out. I have no 
money of my own, but the thousand dollars Sam saved belong- 
ing to the ship owners shall go toward paying the bill." 

The negro smiled sardonically with satisfaction and took 
the wheel. 

Once more the black pilot steered the brig, following a 
winding passage, unseen and unknown to the crew. 

It was barely wide enough to go through, and scarcely deep 
enough to leave six inches of water to spare under the Har- 
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pooner's keel, but a half an hour she was almost out in blue 
water, out of soundings, and out of danger, when Captain 
Ranger seized the black pilot bv the throat and roared. 

"Turn about is fair play, you infernal black scoundrel! I 
won't give you a cent now! I'll cut your boat adrift, and 111 
carry you to Cuba and sell you as a slave, for blackmailing me 
as you did!" 4 

"Let go!" gasped the negro, and he gave the wheel a 
wrench. 

Around spun the bow of the brig, and with a grinding 
crash that sent two of her masts by the board, she struck the 
reef. 

Tearing himself free, the engro sprang overboard, got in his 
boat, cut the painter, and made his escape in the darkness, 
leaving the Harpooner a wreck .upon the reef. 

All night the men worked to save her from destruction and 
the wind drifted her in toward the shore. 

She struck a rock in deep water and held fast within fifty 
fathoms of the beetling cliffs, slowly going to pieces as the 
roaring waves broached over her, and her hull beat on the 
rocks. 

By the lightning's glare they saw some people appear on the 
cliff tops, but they could not then aid the shipwrecked crew. 

"If we could only get a life line ashore," groaned the cap- 
tain, "every soul might be saved. But it seems impossible — 
impossible! " 

"I dunno about that! " said Sam, overhearing his remark. 
"I've got a plan that might work. Anyway, I'll try it." 

He went down in the cabin, and brought up a kite he had 
made during the voyage, and started it up in the fierce wind. 

A yell of delight burst from the frantic sailors when they 
saw through the ingenious boy's plan, and they brought a 
line. 

Sam fastened it to his kite string, and just then the people 
on the cliffs caught the kite and began to haul in the string, 
leaving the kite to mount in the air with the slack. 

In this manner the hawser was drawn ashore, and the men 
made it fast to the rocks as securely as possible, the other 
end being fastened to the brig. 

The boy slipped down on the sagging rope into the boiling 
sea, and dragged himself toward the cliffs, while the men 
watched him from positions in the shrouds on the sinking 
ship, by the glare of the lightning. 

Upon seeing him safe, the crew followed with equal success, 
the captain being the last to leave the sinking brig. 

They found themselves among some kindly fishermen, to 
whom they related the story of the black pilot's perfidy, and 
in return heard from them that the rascal had perished in 
the waves before their sight 

The fishermen who aided them thus far brought the whole 
party to the nearest town, where the crew was left, and the 
skipper and Sam took a conveyance to Hamilton, their desti- 
nation. 

A report of the loss of the Harpooner was made to the con- 
signees of the vessel, and then the boy and the skipper shipped 
for New York. 

They arrived there in due time, and proceeded to the office 
of the ship owners, accompanied by a Central Office detective. 

As soon as Sam saw the ship owners' bookkeeper, he pointed 
him out, and said to the officer: 

"That's the thief— arrest him!" 

Before the startled man could resist, he was made a prisoner. 

The skipper then related Sam's story, and gave Hopkins ft 
Co. the stolen money, explained about the wreck of the Har- 
pooner, and ere Tom Sikes was taken away he broke down 
and confessed his crime. 

The ship owners took an interest in poor Sam at once, and 
I gave him a good position in their employ. 
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\ MESMERISM. 

No. 81. HOW TO MESMERIZE. — Containing the most ap- 
proved methods of mesmerism ; also how to cure all kinds of 
meases by animal magnetism, or, magnetic healing. By Prof. Leo 
Kogo Koch, A. C. S., author of "How to Hypnotize," etc. 

PALMISTRY. 

No. 82. HOW TO DO PALMISTRY. — Containing the most ap- 
proved methods of reading the lines on the hand, together with 
a full explanation of their meaning. Also explaining phrenology, 
and the key for telling character by the bumps on the head. By 
£*0 Hugo Koch, A. C. S. Fully illustrated. 
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No. 83. HOW TO HYPNOTISE.— Containing valuable and in- 
structive information regarding the science of hypnotism. Also 
•Splaihing the most approved methods which are employed by the 
l**4imj hypnotists of the world. By Leo Hugo Koch, AiCS. 
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No. 21. HOW TO HUNT AND FISH.— The most complete 
Quoting and fishing guide ever published. It contains full in- 
structions about guns, hunting dogs, trap3, trapping and fishing, 
together with' descriptions of game and fish. 

No. 26. HOW TO/ROW, SAIL AND BUILD A BOAT. — Fully 
Illustrated. Every boy should know how to row and sail a boat, 
full instructions are given, in this little book, together with in- 
structions on swimming ando-iding, companion sports to boating. 

No. 47. HOW TO BREAK, RIDE AND DRIVE A HOUSE. — ■ 
A. complete treatise on the horse. Describing the most useful horses 
for business, tlte best horses for the road ; also valuable recipes for 
Steeases peculiar to the horse. 

No. 48. HOW TO BUILD AND SAIL CANOES. — A handy 
Sook for boys, containing full directions fcr constructing canoes 
and the most popular manner of sailing them. Fully illustrated. 
By G. Stansffieia Hicks. 

* * FORTUNE TELLING. 

No. 1. NAPOLEON'S ORACULUM AND DREAM "BOOK. — 
Containing the gfeef tfraele of human destiny; also the true mean- 
ing of almost any kind of dreams, together with charms, ceremonies, 
fluid curious ga,mes of cards. A complete book. 

No. 23. HOW TO EXPLAIN DREAMS. — Everybody dreams, 
$&m the little child to the aged man and woman. This little beak 
Jives the explanation to all kinds of dreams, together with lucky 
lad unlucky days, and "Napoleon's Oraculum," the book of fate. 

No. 28. HOW TO TELL FORTUNES.— Everyone is desirous 'of 
Snowing what his future life will bring forth, whether happiness or 
Misery, wealth or poverty. You can tejl by a glance at this little 
S»cfc. Buy one and be convinced. Tell your own fortune. Tell 
the fortune of your friends. 

No. 76. HOW TO TELL FORTUNES BY THE HAND.— 
CotuM'.ning rules for telling fortunes by the aid of lines of the hand, 
•r the secret of palmistry. Also the secret of telling future events 
ty aid of moles, marks, scars, etc. Illustrated. By A. Anderson. 

ATHLETIC. 

No. 6. HOW TO BECOME AN ATHLETE.— Giving full in- 
itruction for the use of dumb bells, Indian clubs, parallel bars, 
fcoriiontal bars and . various o^her methods of developing a good, 
Sksalthy muscle ; containing over sixty illustrations. Every boy ca.n 
fetcome strong and healthy by following the instructions contained 
m this little hook. 

No. 10. HOW TO BOX— The art of self-defense made easy. 
Containing over thirty illustrations of guards, blows, and the diifer- 
ant positions of a good,' boxer. Every boy should obtain one of 
these useful and instructive books, as it will teach you how 'to box 
without an instructor. 

No. 25. HOW TO BECOME A GYMNAST.— Containing full 
Instructions f&r all kinds of gymnastic sports and athletic exercises. 
Embracing th'irtyrfive illustrations. By Professor W. Macdonald. 
A handy andusef-ul book. 

No. 34. Ht}W TO FENCE. — Containing full instruction for 
fencing and the use of the broadsword ; also instruction in archepy. 
Described with tvfenty-one practical illustrations, giving the .best 
(ABitions in fencing. A complete book. 
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No. 51. HOW TO DO TRICKS WITH CARDS.— Containing 
4*planations of the general principles of sleight-of-hand applicable 
to card tricks ; of card tricks with ordinary cards, and not requiring 
riaight-of-hand ; of tricks involving sleight-of-hand, or the use of 
avtcially prepared cards- lis Professor Hoffuer. Illustrated. 
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No. 72. HOW TO DO SIXTY TRICKS WITH CARDS.— Em- 
bracing all of the latest and most deceptive card tricks, with il- 
lustrations. By A. Anderson. 

No. 77. HOW TO DO FORTY TRICKS WITH CARDS. — . 
Containing deceptive Card Tricks as performed by leading conjurors 
and magicians. Arranged for home amusement. Fully illustrated. 

MAGIC. * 

No. 2. HOW TO DO TRICKS. — The great book of magic ana 
card tricks, containing full instruction^ all the leading card tricks 
of the day, also the most popular magical illusions as performed by 
our leading magicians ; every boy should obtain a copy of this book, 
as it will both amuse and instruct. 

No. 22. HOW TO DO SECOND SIGHT. — Heller's second sight 
explained by his former assistant, Fred Hunt, Jr. Explaining how 
the secret dialogues were carried on between th'e magician and the 
boy on the stage ; also giving all the codes and signals. The only 
authentic explanation of second sight. 

No. 43. HOW TO BECOME A MAGICIAN. — Containing the 
grandest assortment of magical illusions ever placed before the 
public. Also tricks with cards, incantations, etc. 

No. 68. HOW TO DO CHEMICAL TRICKS.— Containing over 
one hundred highly amusing and instructive tricks with chemieals. 
By A. Anderson. Handsomely illustrated. 

No. 69. HOW TO DO SLEIGHT OF HAND.— Containing over 
fifty of the latest and best tricks used by magicians. Also contain- 
ing the secret of second sight. Fully illustrated. Bv A. Anderson. 

No. 70. HOW TO MAKE MAGIC TOYS. — Containing full 
directions for making Magic Toys and devices of many kinds. By 
A. Anderson. Fully illustrated. 

No. 73. HOW TO DO TRICKS WITH NJJMBERS.— Showing 
many curious tricks with figures and the magic of numbers. By A. 
Anderson. Fully illustrated. 

No. 75. HOW TO BECOME A CONJUROR. — Containing 
tricks with Dominos, Dice, Cups and Balls, Hats, etc. Embracing 
thirty-sis illustrations. Bv A. Anderson. 

No. 78. HOW TO DO THE BLACK ART. — Containing a com- 
plete description of the mysteries of Magic and Sleight of Hand, 
together with many wonderful experiments. By A. Anderson, 
Illustrated. 

* MECHANICAL. 

No. 29. HOW TO BECOME AN INVENTOR.— Every boy 
should know how inventions originated. This book explains them 
all, giving examples in electricity, hydraulics, magnetism, optics, 
pneumatics, mechanics, etc. The most instructive book published. 

No. 56. HO.W TO BECOME AN ENGINEER.— Containing full 
instructions how to proceed in order to become a locomotive en- 
gineer ; also directions for building a model locomotive ; together 
with a full description of everything an engineer should know. 

No. 57. HOW TO MAKE MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS.— Full 
directions how to make a Banjo, Violin, Zither, iEolian Harp, Xylo- 
phone and other musical instruments ; together with a brief de- 
scription of nearly every musical instrument used in ancient or 
modern times. Profusely illustrated. By Algernon S. Fitzgerald, 
for twenty years bandmaster of the Royal Bengal Marines. 

No. 59. HOW TO MAKE A MAGIC LANTERN. — Containing 
a description of the lantern, together with its history and invention. 
Also full directions for its use and for painting slides. Handsomely 
illustrated. By John Allen. 

No. 71. HOW TO DO MECHANICAL TRICKS. — Containing 
complete instraction.s for performing over sixty Mechanical Tricks. 
By A. Anderson. Fully illustrated. 

* LETTER WRITING. 

No. 11. HOW TO WRITE LOVE-LETTERS. — A most com- 
plete little book, containing full directions for writing love-letters, 
and when to use tKPm, gitins specimen lettdrs for voting and old. 

WRUFK LETTERS TO LADIES— Giving 
for writing letters to ladies on all subjects; 
jf- introduction, notPs and j-c Quests. 
No. 2i. BtojV TO WRITE LITERS TO GENTLEMEN.— 
Containing ftjj directions for writmg to gentlemen on all subjects; 
also giving saWble letrers for instruction. w 

No. 53. HOW TO WIlTTfc LETTERS. — A wonderful little 
book, teH'mg you how to write to your sweetheart, your father, 
mother, sister, brother, employer; and, in fact, everybody and iiny- 
body you wish to write to. Every young man aiid every young 
lady in the land should have this book. 

No. 74. HOW TO WHITE LETTERS CORRECTLY. — Con- 
taining full instructions for writing letters on almost any subject; 
also rules for punctuation and composition, with specimen letters. 



% the stage 

No. 41. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK END MEN'S JOKE 
BOOK. — Containing a great variety of the latest jokes used by the 
most famous end men. No amateur inrnstrels is complete without 
this ^der^nittloWk^ yoRK sTuMp spEAKER _ 

Containin" a varied assortment of stump speeches. Negro, Dutch 
and Irish. AUo end men's jokes. Just the thing ft* home amuse- 

B No a 45 'mf'BOrrbP NEW YORK MINSTREL CODE 
'AND TOKE BOOK. — Something new and very instructive. Every 
boy should obtain this book, as it contains fuii instructions for or- 
ganizing an nrtstevr minstrel troupe. . . , . 

No 65 MCLDOON'S JOKES. — This is one of She most original 
Joke books* ever published, and it is brimful of wit and humor. It 
contains a large collection of soiics. jokes, conundrums, etc.. of 
OVrretice Muldoon. the great wit. humorist, and practical joker of 
the day. Every boy who can enjoy a good Substantial joke should 
Obtain a copv immediately. ~ . . 

No. 79. HOW TO BECOME AN ACTOR. — Containing com- 
plete instructions how to make up for various characters on the 
stage; together with the duties of the Stage Manager, Prompter, 
Scenic Artist and Property Man. By a prominent Stage Manager. 

No. SO. GPS WILLIAMS' JOKE BOOK.— Containing the lat- 
est jokes, anecdotes and funny stories of this world-renowned and 
ever popular German comedian. Sixty-four pages ; handsome 
colored cover containing a half-tone photo of the author. 

HOUSEKEEPING. 

No. 16. HOW TO KEEP A WINDOW GARDEN.— Containing 
full instructions for constructing a window garden either in town 
or country, and the most approved methods for raising beautiful 
flowers at home. The most complete book of the kind ever pub- 
lished. 

No. 30. HOW TO COOK— One of the most instructive books 
On cooking ever published. It contains recipes for cookiHg meats, 
fish, game, and oysters ; also pies, puddings, cakes and all kinds of 
pastry, and a grand collection of recipes by one o£ our most popular 
cooks. 

No. 37. HOW TO KEEP HOUSE. — It contains information for 
everybody, boys, girls, men and women ; it will teach you how to 
make almost anything around the housp, such as- parlor ornaments, 
brackets, cements, Aeolian harps, and bird lime for catching bird3. 

ELECTRICAL. 

No. 46. HOW TO MAKE AND USB ELECTRICITY.— A de- 
scription of the wonderful uses of electricity and electro magnetism ; 
together with full instructions for making Electric Toys, Batteries, 
etc. By George Trebel, A. M., M. D. Containing over fifty il- 
lustrations. 

No. 64. HOW TO MAKE ELECTRICAL, MACHINES.— Con- 
taining full directions for making electrical machines, induction 
coils, dynamos, and manv novel tovs to be worked by electricity. 
By R. A. R. Bennett. Fully illustrated. 

No. 67. HOW TO DO ELECTRICAL TRICKS.— Containing a 
large collection of instructive and highly amusing electrical tricks, 
together with illustrations. By A. Anderson. 

ENTERTAINMENT. 

No. 9. HOW TO BEfiOJIB A VENTRILOQUIST— By Harry 
Kennedy. The secret given away. Every intelligent boy reading 
this book of instructions, by a practical professor (delighting multi- 
tudes every night with his. wonderful imitations), can master the 
art, and create any amount of fun for himself and friends. It isthe 
greatest book ever published, and there's millions (of fun) in it. 

No. 20. HOW TO ENTERTAIN AN EVENING PARTY. — A 
very valuable little book just published. A complete compendium 
of games, sports, card diversions! comic recitations, etc.. suitable 
for parlor or drawing-room entertainment. It contains more for the 
monev than any book published. 

Nol 35. HOW TO PLAY GAMES.— A complete and useful little 
book, containing the rules and regulations of billiards, bagatelle, 
backgammon, croquet, dominoes, etc. 

No. 36. HOW TO SOLVE CONUNDRUMS. — Containing all 
th« lending conundrums of the day, amusing riddles, curious catches 
and witty sayings. 

No. 52. HOW TO PLAY CARDS. — A complete and handy little 
book, giving the rules and full directions for playing Euchre, Crib- 
bage. Casino, Focty-Eive, Bounce, Pedro Sancho, Draw Poker, 
Auction Pitch. All Fours, and manv other popular games of cards. 

No. 66. HOW TO DO PUZZLES. — Containing over three hun- 
dred interesting puzzles and conundrums, with key to same. A 
complete hook. Fully illustrated. By A. Anderson. 

r ETIQUETTE. 

No. 13. HOW TO DO IT ; OR, BOOK OF ETIQUETTE. — It 

Is a great life secret, and one that every young man desires to know 
all about. There'^ happiness in it. 

No. 33. HOW TO BEHAVE. — Containing the rules and etiquette 
of good society and the easiest and most approved methods of ap- 
pearing to good advantage at parties, balls, the theatre, church, and 
tn the drawing-room. 

DECLAMATION. 

No. 27. HOW TO RECITE AND BOOK OF RECITATIONS. 

--Containing the most popular selections in use, comprising Dutch 
dialtct. French dialect, Yankee and Irish dialect pieces, together 
With many standard readings 



No. 31. HOW TO BECOME A SPEAKER.— Containing fout» 

teen illustrations, giving the different positions requisite to becom* 
a good speaker, reader and elocutionist. Also containing gems from 
all the popular authors of prose and poetry, arranged in the moat 
simple and concise manner possible. 

No. 49. HOW TO DEBATE. — Giving rules for conducting de- 
bates, outlines for deflates, questions for discussion, and the b«*t 
sources for procuring information On the question's giveti. 

SOCIETY. * 

No. 3. HOW TO FLIRT. — The arts and wiles of flirtation art 

fully explained by this littlo book. Besides the various methods of 
handkerchief, fan. glove, parasol, window and hat flirtation, it con- 
tains a full list of the languA-Se and sentiment of flowers, which M 
interesting to everybody, both old and youi>g. You carmot be IfspptR 

I No. U 4.°IldW TO DANCE is the title of a new and b'andsonSI 

little book just issued by Frank TVlsey. It contains full instruct 
(ions in the art of dancing, etiquette in the ball-room and at partial 
how to dress, and full directions for calling off in all popular sqtfaM 

dances. 

No. 5. HOW TO MAKE LOVE. — A complete guide to Idvi, 
courtship and marriage, giving sensible edvice, rules and etiquette 
to be observed, with many curious ana interesting 1 things not gett* 
trallv known. 

No. 17. HOW TO DRESS.— Containing full instruction in tM 
art of dressing and appearing well at home and abroad, giving tba 
selections of chIots, material, and how to have them made up. 

No. IS. HOW TO BECOME BEAUTIFUL.— One of tb* 
brightest and most valunldr little books ever given to the world. 
Everybody wishes to know how to become beautiful, both male anfl 
female. The secret is simple, and almost costless. Read this book 
-and be convinced how to become beautiful. 

BIRDS AND ANIMALS. 

No. 7. HOW TO KEEP Ml IDS.— Handsomely iHusttsted att# 

containing full instructions for the management and training of th« 
Canary, mockingbird, bobolink, blackbird, paroquet, parrot, etc 

No.' 39. HOW TO RAISE DOGS. POULTRY, PIGEONS AND 
RABBITS.— A useful and instructive book. Handsomely illus- 
trated. By Ira Drofh-aw. 

No. 40. HOW TO MAKE AND SET TRAPS. — Including hinte 
on how to catch moles, weasels, otter, rats, squirrels and bird*. 
Also how to cure skins. Copiously illustrated. By J. Harringto* 
Keene. 

No. 50. HOW TO STUFF BIRDS AND ANIMALS.— A 

valuable book, giving instructions in collecting, preparing, mounting 
and preserving birds, ariinals and insects. 

No. 54. HOW TO KEEP AND MANAGE PETS: — Giving com- 
plete information as to the manner and method of raising, keepinft 
taming, breeding, and managing all kinds of pets ; also £_ving full 
instructions for'making cages, etc. Fully explained by twenty-eight 
illustrations, making it the most complete book of the kind ev#B 
published. 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

No. 8. HOW TO BECOME A SCIENTIST.— A useful and ifi" 

structive book, giving a compete treatise on chemistry; also e*» 
periraents in acoustics, mechanics, mathematics, chemistry, and di- 
rections for making fireworks, colored fires, and gas balloons, Thifi 
book cannot be equaled. 

No. 14. HOW TO MAKE CANDY. — A complete hand-book fdJT 
making all kinds of candv, ice-cream, syruns, essences, etc etc. 

No. SI. HOW TO BECOME AN AUTHOR. — Containing- f»JI 
information regarding choice of subjects, the use of words and tb* 
manner of preparing and submitting manuscript. Also containing 
valuable information as to the neatness, legibility and general com- 
position of manuscript, essential to a successful author. By Princ* 

Hl No d 38. HOW TO BECOME YOUR OWN DOCTOR. — A won- 
derful book, certaining useful and practical information in tbn 
treatment of ordinary diseases and ailments common to ever! 
family. Abounding in useful and effective recipes for general com- 
plaints. 

No. 55. HOW TO COLLECT STAMPS AND COINS.— Con- 
taining valuable information regarding the collecting and arranging 
of stamns and coins. Handsomelv illustrated. 

No. 58. HOW TO BE A DETECTIVE.— By Old King Bradf, 
the world-known detective. In which he lays down some vaiuafeM 
and sensible rules for beginners, and also relates some adventura* 
and experiences of well-known detectives. 

No. 60. HOW TO BECOME A PHOTOGRAPHER— Contain- 
ing useful information regarding the Camera and how to work Itt 
also how to make Photographic Magic Lantern Slides and othw 
Transparencies. Handsomely illustrated. By Captain W. Da W. 
Abnev. 

Nof 62. HOW TO BECOME A WEST POINT MILITABX 
CADET. — Containing full explanations how to gain admittance 
course of Study, Examinations, Duties, Staff of Officers, Port 
Guard, Police Regulations. Fire Department, and all a boy shouM 
know to be a Cadet. Compiled and written by Lu Senarens, autha* 
of "How to Become a Naval Cadet." 

No. 63. HOW TO BECOME A NAVAL CADET. — Complete In- 
structions of how to gain admission to the Annapolis Naval 
Academy. Also containing the course of instruction, description 
of grounds and buildings, historical sketch, and everything a b«f 
should know to become an officer in the United States Navy. Coon- 
piled and written by Lu Senarens, author of "How to Bee ma A 
West Point Military Cadet." 
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'AH Around Weekly' 

Containing Stories of All Kinds. 
CotORED Covers. 32 Pages. Price 5 Cents. 

M After the Big Diamond; or, The Star on the Arm, 

story of India.) 
W Marked Men; or, The Best Card Last 
M Cruise of the Silver Wing. A Story of the Sea. 
il The Hand of Pate; or, The Hawks of New York. 
St The Spy of Toronto. A Story of 1812. 
IS Dick the Pilot; or, The River Pirate's Plot A Tale of the 

Mississippi. 
C4 Ranch 5. A Story of the " '49ers." 
65 Fighting Jack; or, A Yankee Boy in Africa. 

"Wild West Weekly 

& Magazine Containing Stories, Sketches, Etc., of Western Life. 
Colored Covebs. 32 Pages. Price 5 Cents. 

HIT Young Wild West and the Trapped Troopers; or, Arietta 
and the Apache Ambush. 

ill Young Wild West and the Cow Girl Queen; or, The Clean- 
up at Ranch Forty. 

41i Young Wild West and the Indian Agent; or. Arietta's 
Daring Expose. 

4*0 Young Wild West and the Rich Ranchero; or, The Shot 

that Made a Friend. 
421 Young Wild West and the .Death Stream; or, Arietta's 

Awful Alternative. 



"The Liberty Boys of '76" 

ft Magazine Containing Stories of the American Revolution 

Colored Covers. 32 Pages. Price 5 Cents. 

•10 The Liberty Boys on Gallows Hill; or, A Daring Attempt 
at Rescue. 

Gil The Liberty Boys and "Black Bess"; or, The Horse that 
Won the Fight. 

•12 The Liberty Boys and Fiddling Phil; or, Making the Red- 
coats Dance. 

113 The Liberty Boys on the Wallkill; or, The Minisink 
Massacre. 

H4 The Liberty Beys and the Fighting Quaker; or, In the 

Neutral Ground. 
615 The Liberty Boys' Bravest Deed; or, Dick Slater's Daring 

Dash. 



"Fame and Fortune Weekly'* 

Containing Stories of Boys Who Make Money. 
Colored Covers. 32 Pages. Price 5 Cents. 

262 The Stolen. Bonds; or, How Wall Street Will Made His 

Mark. 

263 A Favtrite of Fate; or, After the Head Hunters' Treasure. 

264 Master of 'the Market; or, The Boy Who Cornered the 

Stock. (A Story of Wall Street.) 

265 Landing on His Feet; or, The Pluckiest Boy in the World. 

266 $50,000 from a Nickel; or. The Boy Who Was Lucky in 

Stocks. 

267 Born Lucky; or, From Miner to Millionaire. 

"Pluck and Luck" ~ 

Containing Stories of Adventure. 
Colored Covers. 32 Pages. Price 5 Cents. 

645 Running the Line; or, The Boy Engineer of the Rockies. 

By Jas. C. Merritt. 

646 The "B. B. B."; or, The Rival Schools, of Long Lake. By 

Richard R. Montgomery. 

647 Fighting for the Old Flag; or, The Boy Captain of the 71st 

N. Y. (A Story of the Civil War.) By Gen'l Jas. A. 
Gordon. 

648 Ben's Brother; or, The Brightest Boy in Town. By Allyn 

Draper. 

649 The Pearl Prince; or, The Shark Slayer's Secret. By 

Capt. Thos. H. Wilson. 



"Work and Win" 

Containing the Great Fred Fearnot Stories. ' 
Colored Covers. 32 Pages. Price 5 Cents. 

618 Fred Fearnot and the Girl Telegrapher; or, Fighting the 

Train Thieves. 

619 Fred Fearnot's Try for Goal; or, Winning in the Last 

Moment. 

620 Fred Fearnot's Indian Boy; or Civilizing a Savage. 

621 Fred Fearnot's Great Sacrifice; or, All for the Sake of a 

Friend. 

622 Fred Fearnot and "Tired Tim"; or, The Laziest Boy in 

Town. 

623 Fred Fearnot's Football Giants; or, Handling a Heavy 

Line. 
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IF YOU WANT ANY BACK NUMBERS 

«t eur Weeklies and cannot procure them from newsdealers, they can be obtained from this office direct. Cut out and flU 
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Xrturn mail. POSTAGE STAMPS TAKEN THE SAME AS MONEY. 



IBANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, New York. 

Dear Sir — Enclosed find cents for which please send me: 

.eopies of WORK AND WIN, Nos 

" ALL AROUND WEEKLY, Nos 
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" WILD WEST WEEKLY, Nos 

" THE LIBERTY BOYS OF '76, Nos 

" PLUCK AND LUCK, Nos 

" SECRET SERVICE, Nos ' f , 

" Ten-Cent Hand Books, Nos 
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SECRET SERVICE 

OLD AND YOUNG KING BliADY, DETECTIVES. 

Price 5 cents. 32 Pages. Colored Covers. Issued Weekly 

L.ATJSST ISSLiSS: 



546 The Bradys Shadowing a Chinaman ; or, Trapping a I'ellow Fiend. 
047 The Bradys and the Fatal Letter ; or, "ine -Messenger Boy a 
Secret. 

548 The Bradys After the Bridge Kushers ; or, Rounding Up the Pick- 
pockets. 

540 The Bradys and the Forged Order; or, The Clew Found in the 
Cellar. 

550 The Bradys and the Reporter; or, Working Up a Newspaper Case. 

551 The Bradys' yellow Shadow ; or, The Search iur a .Missing Gold 

King. 

552 The Bradys and the Skeleton Hand ; or, The Strangest of All 

Clews. 

553 The Bradys' Hidden Diamonds; or, The Great John Street Jewel 

Bobbery. 

554 The Bradys at Hangman's Roost; or, The Mystery of the House 

on the Rocks. 

555 The Bradys and the Death Bell ; or, The Secret of the Indian 

Juggler. 

556 The Bradys in the Doyers Street Den; or, A Curious Chinese 

Case. 

557 The Bradys and the "Black Boys" ; or, The Fate of the Six 

Masks. 

558 The Bradys After the Bomb Throwers; or, Smashing the Anar- 

chist League. 

55U The Bradys and the Man-Trappers; or, The Trail of the "Seven 
Sevens." 

560 The Bradys and "Joss House Jim" ; or, Tracking a Chinese 

Crook. 

561 The Bradys" Fatal Night ; or, The Mystery of the Mad Sheriff. 

562 The Bradys and the Idol's Eye ; or, The Clew of the Crystal 

Cross. 

563 The Bradys Chasing the Red League ; or, Hounding up a Bowery 

Bunch. 

564 The Bradys and the Belt of Gold ; or, Lost on the Great White 

Way. 

565 The Bradys after the Tong Kings ; or, The Red Lady of China- 

town. 

566 The Bradys' Boston Doubles ; or, Trapping the Fake Detec- 

tives. 

567 The Bradys' Bank Book Mystery ; or, The Secret of the Torn 

Cage. 

568 The Bradys and the Golden Comet; or, The Case of the Chinese 

rrince. 

569 The Bradys' Floating Clew : or. Solving a Morgue Mystery. 

570 The Bradvs and "Brooklyn Bob" ; or, The Boldest Crook in the 

World. 

571 The Bradys and the Bootblack ; or, Bagging the "Boss of the 

Bend." 

072 The Bradys and the Blotted Check; or, Saved by the Scratch of 
a 1'en. 

573 The Bradys and the Missing Witness ; or, The Secret of the 

Hole in the Wall. 
074 The Bradys in Little China : or. The Mystery of a Mission House. 

575 The Bradys and the Midnight Men ; or, A Fight for Five Lives. 

576 The Bradys' Fast Freight Mystery ; or, The Case of Conductor 

King. 

577 The Bradys and the Six Gold Dollars; or, A Very Singular Clew. 

578 The Bradys and the l'oisoned Arrow ; or, The Mystery of Central 

Park. 

For sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent to any address on r eceipt of price, 5 cents per copy, in money or postage stamps, by 



57y The Brauys and the Green Goods Jdeu; or, The Shrewdest of 
Them All. 

580 The Bradys and Captain Crossbones; or, Bagging the Boss of 
the River Thieves. 

581 The Bradys and the Escaped Convict ; or, The Clew That Came 
From Slates' l'risou. 

082 The Bradys and the Ruby Locket ; or, Solving a Society Mystery. 
os3 The Bracus and "Red Light Dick;" or, After the Slum ivug. 
oS4 The Bradys Under a Cloud ; or, Working tor a 1'oor Boy. 
5S0 The Bradys and the Actor's Son ; or, Sold into Slavery. 
580 The Brauys Tempted; or, Dealing (Jut Justice. 

587 The Bradys and the Hidden Assassin ; or, Winning in Record 
Time. 

588 The Bradys" Dark Work ; or, The Mystery of a Night. 
5S'J The Bradys and the Mystic Baud; or, Trailing me Silent Seven. 

500 The Brauys Drugged: or, Caught by the Chinese Croons. 

501 The Bradys and the Black Snake Bracelet; or, Trapping a Society 
tjueen. 

502 The Bradys After a "Lifer" ; or, The Man Who Broke from Sing 
Sing. 

503 The Bradys and the Red Wolves ; or, Working on the Great Bran- 
don Case. 

504 The Bradys and Box 2 ; or, Hunting Down a Tough Gang. 

505 The Bradys' Telephone Mystery ; or, The Clew that Came Over the 
Wires. „„ 

506 The Bradys and the Marble Statue; or, Three Days ot Mys-Kry. 
007 The Bradys and the Bird of l'rey ; or, Shadowing the Crooks of 

Gotham. 

508 The Bradys' Anarchists' Case; or, After the Bomb throwers. 
000 The Bradys and the Cipher Message ; or, Traced by a Telegram. 

600 The Bradys on the Saturday Special ; or, Betrayed by a Baggage 
Check. 

601 The Bradys and the Hidden Man; or, The Haunted House on 

602 The'lirad'-'s in the Toils; or. The Mystery of the Pretty Milliner. 

603 The Bradys and the yellow Jar; or, The Great I'erley 1 oisonmg 
Case. 

604 Th- Bradys' Chinese Clew: or, The Secret Dens of Pell Street. 
600 The Bradvs in a Fog: or. Tracking a Gang of Forgers. 
600 The Bradys' Little Spy ; or, Dark Work in the Slums. 

607 The Bradys and the Broadway Gamblers; or, 1 lie hi arch tor the 
Knights of the Moon. 

608 The Bradys' Sewer Secret; or, Weird Work Underground. 
0OO The Bradys and the Hanging House; or, A Mystery ol the Pansad-.5. 

610 The Bradys' Dead Witness; or. A Clew from the Grave. 

611 The Bradys and the Ruby Bug; or, A Queer Case from Calcutta. 

612 The Bradys and the Flat House Thieves; or, The Under Side ot -New 

613 The Bradys and the Subway Mystery; or, Tracking a Gang ot Coun- 

614 Tht^Br'adys and the White Band; or, The Sign of the Silver Crops. 
010 The Bradys and Lock Box No. 11; or, Solving a Post-Office .Mys- 
tery. 

616 The Bradys and the Yellow Crooks; or, The Chase for the Chinese 
Diamonds. 
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